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PREFACE. 

Nee  levis,  in^'enuas  pectus  colnisse  per  artes, 
Cura  sit,  et  linguas  edidicisse  dnas. 

in  these  days  of  Internationalism ,  when  the 
inhabitants  of  Great-Britain  and  Germany  are  con- 
stantly brought  into  contact  with  each  other,  a 
general  knowledge  at  least  of  the  literary  treasures 
of  both  countries  is  looked  for  from  every  educated 
man ;  an  attempt ,  therefore ,  like  the  present ,  to 
render  a  fair  knowledge  of  German  Poetry  of  easy 
acquisition,  may  be  expected  to  meet  with  some  share 
of  public  favour  and  support.  The  literature  of  my 
native  land  abounds  in  gems  of  lyric  and  dramatic 
Poetry  of  the  highest  beauty.  Of  these  a  large  number 
are  already  well-known  to  the  British  public  through 
translations,  which  have  appeared,  from  time  to  time, 
in  Books,  in  Periodicals,  and  in  daily  papers ;  my 
aim  has  been  to  gather  the  best  of  these  together, 
and  thus  to  present  to  the  Reader,  in  one  Collection, 
a  number  of  the  fairest  gems  in  their  choicest  settings. 
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In  many  cases  I  have  experienced,  with  regard 
to  the  translations,  quite  an  embarras  du  choix, 
and,  accordingly,  the  task  of  selection  among  dif- 
ferent versions  of  the  same  poem  has  not  always  been 
an  easy  one.  I  can  hardly  expect ,  of  course ,  that 
all  my  readers  will  be  pleased  with  the  selection 
made ;  but  let  me  humbly  suggest  that — as,  according 
to  Macaulay,  Frederick  the  Great,  with  a  truly 
royal  superiority  to  grammar ,  used  to  say  —  "de 
gustibus  non  est  disputandus."  Moreover,  opinions 
differ  widely  as  to  what  constitutes  a  good  translation. 
Some  are  especially  anxious  for  the  preservation  of 
the  metre  and  rhythm  of  the  original,  not  recognising 
that  the  genius  of  one  language  invariably  requires 
a  different  thought -mould  from  that  of  another. 
Others ,  again  ,  allowing  a  certain  latitude  ,  on  the 
part  of  the  translator,  with  regard  to  the  form, 
insist  upon  a  strict  (and  literal)  adherence  to  the 
matter,  even  though,  what  is  beautiful  and  appro- 
priate in  one  language,  may  appear  strange,  perhaps 
absurd,  in  another.*  For  my  part,  I  care  more  for 
the  preservation  of  the  spirit,  the  aroma  of  the 
original,  than  for  any  mere  reproduction  of  either 
form  or  matter.  To  translate  thus,  is,  I  readily  grant, 
no  easy  thing ;   it  is  indeed,   no  less  than  the  former 


*  "Nee  verbum  verbo  curabis  reddere,  fidus  Interpres." 
Horace,  Ars  Poetica,   133. 
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ones ,  a  high  standard  by  which  to  judge  of  a 
translation ;  but  that  it  is  a  point  of  perfection  attain- 
able in  many  instances  —  the  translations  contained 
in  the  present  volume  afford  ample  proof. 

The  collection  is  one  of  specimens  and  no  more. 
I  do  not  pretend  to  have  finished  the  harvest,  nor 
even  to  have  brought  home  all  that  is  good;  the  field 
is  too  large,  the  growth  too  luxuriant,  my  time  too 
limited  for  the  attempt.  .  I  am  but  as  a  dweller 
among  the  busy  haunts  of  men,  who,  in  his  scanty 
leisure-hours,  strolls  among  waving  corn-fields  and 
through  green  lanes  —  and  who,  to  gladden  for  a 
time  his  dull  home  in  the  city,  brings  back  with  him, 
not  a  bouquet  from  the  flower-garden,  but  a  rough 
nosegay  —  say,  some  rich  and  mellow  ears  of  corn, 
some  wild-flowers  gathered  by  the  wayside,  and,  in 
memory  of  those  who  have  passed  away ,  a  forget- 
me-not  or  two.  I  shall  be  glad  if  other  eyes  than 
mine  will  rest  awhile  on  what  I  have  gathered,  and 
I  trust  that  my  readers  will  feel  something  of  the 
exquisite  enjoyment  which  the  work  of  collecting 
has  afforded  to  me ! 

Many  fine  versions  of  German  poems  have  been, 
most  reluctantly,  omitted  —  for  various  reasons,  of 
which  the  limits  of  space,  and  a  desire  not  to  encroach 
unduly  upon  any  publication  in  particular,  were 
the  most    cogent.     The    truly    national    Volkslied, 
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and  such  songs  as  have  been,  from  time  immemo- 
rial, most  popular  among  the  German  student-world, 
are  almost  entirely  left  out;  mainly,  oecause  ample 
justice  has  already  been  done  to  them  by  such  works 
as  H.  W.  Dulcken's  "Book  of  German  Songs,"  For 
similar  reasons,  I  quote  but  a  few  select  specimens 
of  the    Devotional  Poetry   of  Germany. 

It  only  remains  for  me  to  express  my  sincere 
thanks  to  all,  who  have  either  allowed  me  to  reprint 
translations,  which  have  already  been  published,  or 
who  have  contributed  new  ones  to  the  Collection.  And 
first:  place  aux  dames!  —  I  quote  by  special 
permission,  from  Lady  John  Manners  "Gems  of 
German  Poetry"  [Blackwood  and  Sons];  from  "Hymns 
from  the  Land  of  Luther"  [Kennedy,  Edinburgh]  and 
"Thoughtful  Hours"  [Nelsoii  and  Sons]  by  H.  L.  L. 
My  Readers  and  myself  are  indebted  to  the  owner 
of  these  initials  for  the  happy  translation  of  Sigmund 
Kunth's  beautiful  hymn  on  everlasting  rest;  the 
translation  Was  written  specially  for  this  Collection. 
Ferdinand  Freiligrath's  daughter,  Mrs.  E. 
Kroeker,  kindly  sent  various  translations,  and 
Miss  Marion  Hutchison  contributes  a  version  of 
one  of  Heine's  sweetest  poems.  Lastly,  Miss 
Wink  worth  is  represented  by  two  translations; 
permission  to  quote  them  having  been  purchased  from 
the  owners  of  the  copyright. 
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I  have  to  express  also  the  deepest  gratitude  for 
the  kindness  of  Thomas  Carlyle,  Dean  Alford, 
Lord  Lytton,  Professor  Longfellow,  Rev. 
W.  W.  Skeat,  Mr.  Theodore  Martin,  Pro- 
fessor Blackie,  Mr.  Bo  wring,  Dr.  Basker- 
ville,  Dr.  James  Steele,  Mr.  A.  D.  Coleridge, 
Mr.  Garnett,  Mr.  Peter  Gardner  etc.  in  allow- 
ing me  to  make  use  of  their  translations ;  and  I  have 
to  thank  Mr.  L  u  m  1  e  y  ,  who  owns  the  copyright 
of  "German  Ballads  etc."  for  granting  me  permission' 
to  quote  from  that  interesting  work.  —  A  list  of  the 
Books  from  which  I  quote  is  appended  to  these  lines, 
and  every  contribution ,  which  appears  for  the  first 
time  in  print,  is  marked  with  an  asterisk  in  the  Table 
of  Contents.  The  Reader  may  notice  some  alterations 
in  such  translations  as  are  already  known  to  him ; 
they  are  all  made,  either  at  the  request  or  with  the 
sanction ,  of  the  individual  translators.  In  most 
instances  the  different  contributors  have  kindly 
corrected  their  own  proofs. 

My  thanks  are  also  due  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Meri- 
vale  for  his  permission  to  reprint  some  of  his 
father's  translations,  notably  the  very  fine  version  of 
ScJiiller's  "Commencement  of  the  nineteenth  century," 
which  the  reverend  gentleman  himself  has  reproduced, 
most  happily,  in  that  delightful  volume,  the:  "Arun- 
dines  Cami."  —   Through  the  Earl    of  Elles- 
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mere's  courtesj'  I  am  enabled  to  reprint  some  of 
the  late  Earl's  spirited  translations  ;  and  Mrs.  Anster 
very  kindly  permitted  me  to  avail  myself  of  the  late 
Dr.  Anster's  translations  —  his  "Faust,"  and  his 
versions  contained  in  "Xeniola,"  the  "Dublin  Univer- 
sity Magazine"  etc.  The  mention  of  Dr.  Anster's 
revered  name  brings  to  my  memory  his  gifted,  but 
unfortunate  countryman — whom  his  gentle  hand  vainly 
tried  to  rescue  from  utter  shame  and  ruin:  James 
Clarence  Mangan.     Alas,    poor  Yorick  I 

In  conclusion  I  beg  to  thank  all  who  have,  in 
any  way,  helped  and  advised  me  in  the  selection  and 
arrangement  of  the  contents  of  the  Collection.  Espe- 
cially my  thanks  are  due  to  the  Rev,  W.  W.  Skeat, 
M.  A,,  late  iellow  of  Christ's  College,  Cambridge,  and 
to  Alexander  E.  Shand,  Esq,,  M.  A.,  of 
Edinburgh ;  to  the  elegant  taste  and  sound  scholarship 
of  both  I  am  indebted  for  many  valuable  suggestions. 

And  now,  what  more  have  I  to  say?  Only  to 
crave  the  kindly  criticism  of  an  indulgent  public. 
That  there  are  many  shortcomings  in  the  execution 
of  what  has,  in  truth,  been  to  me  a  labour  of  love, 
I  do  not  doubt ;   but :  / 

Ut  desint  vires,    tarnen  est  laudanda  voluntas. 

Eoretto  House, 
Musselburgh,  NB.  April  1S69. 

H.  E.  Goldschmidt. 
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2Bic  Crgtlten  unS  ©Iccftnflang  !" 


GoLDSCHMiDT,  German  Poetry. 


J  c  n  0  r  c. 


Cenore  fu^r  um'6  SOJorgenrctf) 

(Sni^MM"  auv^  fdjivereu  Xvaunien : 

33ift  untreu,  2Bil^e(m,  oter  tott? 
2Bi?  lan^e  wiUft  bii  faumen? 

Sr  war  mit  tcntg  ^^viebric^^  Wadjt 
©e'jcgen  in  bie  'i^rager  ecf)lac^t, 

Unfc  ^atte  ntd)t  gefd^riek'n, 
£)6  er  gefunt)  geblleben. 

^^iun  iebeg  §eer  mit  Sing  unt)  Sang, 

mit  ^au!enfd)(ag  nnb  tling  unfc  ^(ang, 

©efdjuiiicft  mit  griinen  ^icifevn, 
3og  ^eim  ^u  feinen  ^ciufern. 

Unfc  iib.erall,  aU.  ubtxaU, 

2luf  Segen  unfc  auf  Stegen 
3Dg  3I(t  unfc  3ung  fcem  3u6eljd>aa 

2)er  iilommenfcen  entgegen. 


ELLENORE. 


At  break  of  day  from  frightful  dreams 

Upstarted  EUenore  : 
My  William,   art  thou  slayn,   she  sayde, 

Or  dost  thou  love  no  more? 

He  went  abroade  with  Richard's  host 
The  paynim   foes  to  quell  ; 

But  he  no  word  to  her  had  writt 
An  he  were  sick  or  well. 

With  blore  of  trump  and  thump  of  drum 

His  fellow-soldyers  come, 
Their  helms  bedeckt  with  oaken  boughs, 

They  seeke  their  long'd-for  home. 

And  evry  road  and  evry  lane 
Was  full  of  old  and  young 

To  gaze  at  the  rejoycing  band 

To  haile  with  gladsom  toung. 

1* 


@.  3t.  33urgei-. 

„@DttloB!"  rtef  tint?  unt)  ©attin  laut; 

..aBiafomtnen!"  man  Ac  frot)C  33raut. 
1(^1  aber  fiir  Senoren 

2Bar  ®ru^  unb  tu§  tevloren. 

2ll«  nun  bag  §eer  tooriikv  rear, 
3erraufte  fie  it|r  9^aBen^aar 

Unb  toarf  fid)  t)tn  jur  ©rbe 
3)lit  n)iit^iger  ©eterbe. 

3)ie  9)Mtev  lief  tt)o'^I  "^in  ^u  tt)r : 
„2l(f>!  ba§  fid)  @ptt  cvbarme! 

®u  Iiefce«  tinb!  toa^  ift  mit  bir?" 
Unb  fd^lof^  fie  in  bie  ^3lvme.  — 

„D  aJiutter!  abutter!  f)in  ift  ^in! 

9?un  fa^re  2Bett  unb  atteS  ^in! 
a3ei  ®ott  ift  fein  (Svbarmen: 

D  tcet>,  0  wel>  mir  2lvmen!"  — 

„^itf  ®ott!  Pf!  ©ie:^  un8  gnabig  an! 

tinb,  Bet  ein  ^aterunfer! 
92Sa8  ®ott  f^ut,  ba«  ift  too^lgetljan ; 

@ott,  ®ott  erBarmt  fic^  unfer!"  — 

,D  SD^utter!  9)?utter!  eitlei-  SBa^n! 

@ott  t)at  an  mir  nid)t  tootjlget^an ! 
2Ba8  ^alf,  t»a§  ^If  mein  33eten? 

9iun  tft'g  nid^t  met^r  toonnfiti^en ! '  - 


WILLIAM    TAYLOR,     OF    NOBWICH. 

"Thank  God  !"  their  wives  and  children  sayde, 
"Welcome!"  the  brides  did  saye; 

But  greet  or  kiss  gave  Ellenore 
To  none  up«n  that  daye. 

And  when  the  soldyers  all  were  bye, 

She  tore  her  raven  hair, 
And  cast  herself  upon  the  growne. 

In  furious  despair. 

Her  mother  ran  and  lyfte  her  up, 

And  clasped  in  her  arm, 
"My  child,  my  child,  what  dost  thou  ail? 

God  shield  thy  life  from  harm  !" 

'O  mother,   mother !   William's  gone. 

What's  all  beside  to  me? 
There  is  no  mercie,   sure,   above ! 

All,   all  were  spar'd  biit  he  !' 

"Kneele  down,   thy  paternoster  saye 
'Twill  calm  thy  troubled  spright: 

The  Lord  is  wise,  the  Lord  is  good  ; 
What  He  hath  done  is  right." 

'O  mother,   mother !   saye  not  so, 

Most  cruel  is  my  fate : 
I  prayde,   and  prayde,   but  watte  avaylde 

'Tis  now,  alas !   too  late.' 


„§i(f  @ott!  t)ilf!  aScr  ben  33atcr  feimt. 

Xcx  twet^,  er  btlft  ten  .^iut'ern. 
3)a§  I)od)getobte  Safvament 

9Birt)  beiiien  3ammcr  lintern."  — 

,D  3)?utter!  9)?utter!  tBa«  mic^  fcvemtt, 
jDaS  Itutcrt  mir  feiu  Saframent! 

^ein  Saframent  mag  ?cfccn 
^cii  Scfctcn  iDtetergeten  I ' 

„^cr',  ^iut !  2Bic,  tDeim  t)cv  falfAo  9Jiann 

3m  fevnen  Uugav(aiitc 
(Sid)  fcineS  ©(aubenS  abgctljan 

3um  neuen  ©tjebante?  b-^ 

l'a§  fat>ven,  ^int),  fein  ^cv^,  ba^tn! 

6r  t)at  e^  nimmcvmel^r  ©eirirrn  f 
2Benn  Sect  uiib  ?etl>  fid)  trennen, 

2Bivt>  i^ii  fein.  SDZeineib  breunen!" 

,0  a)?uttcr!  aWuttev!  l)in  ift  i)in ! 

SBevloven  ift  tocvlcvenl 
®er  lot,  ter  !Jot)  ift  mein  ©etinnit! 

D  tt)av'  id)  nie  geSoveu ! 

Sifc^  au8,  mein  Sid)t!  auf  eicig  aug! 

©tirb  I)in!  ftirfe  I)in  in  9?ac^t  unt  @rau8, 
5Bei  @ott  ift  fein  (gvbavmen! 

D  tDel),  0  iDel)  mir  Slrmen!'  — 
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"Our  Heavenly  Father,    if  we  praye, 
Will  help  a  suffring  child : 

Go  take  the  holy  sacrament. 

So  shal  thy  grief  grow  mild." 

^O   mother,    what  I  feele  within 

No  sacrament  can  staye, 
No  sacrament  can  teche  the  dead, 

To  bear  the  sight  of  daye.' 

"May-be,  among  the  heathen  folk 
Thy  William  false  doth  prove, 

And  put  away  his  faith  and  troth 
And  take  another  love." 

"Then  wherefor  sorrowe  for  his  loss  ? 

Thy  moans  are  all  in  vain  : 
But  when  his  soul  and  body  parte, 

His  falsehode  brings  him  pain." 

'O  mother,   mother  I   gone  is  gone  : 

My  ■  hope  is  all  forlorn , 
The  grave  my  only  safeguard  is   — 

O.   had  I  ne'er  been  born  I' 

'Go  out,   go  out,   my  lamp  of  life. 

In  grizely  darkness  die, 
There  is  no  mercie,   sure,  above  1 

For  ever  let  me  lie.' 


®.  31.  mxQcx. 

„C»tIf  ®ott!  f)t(f!  ®e^  nicf)t  ing  ©eri^t 

SSJJit  tetnem  armen  ^infce! 
<Ste  iteife  nic^t,  wa§  tie  3ii"9'^  \V^^^)^f 

SSe^alt  i^r  ntd)t  tie  ©iitite! 

5lc^  tint !  »evgt§  tein  ivtifc^  Seit, 
Unt  tenf  an  ®ott  unt  ©eligfett, 

<So  n)irt  tod)  teiner  Seelen 

Xier  ^rautigam  nid)t  fe^len!"  — 

,D  Tlntttxl  tra§  ift  Seligfeit? 

D  abutter!  tva«  ift  $iille? 
S3ei  i^m,  6ei  il)m  ift  ScUgfeit ! 

Unt  o£)ne  !©il^e(m  ^'6iic\ 

?if(J^  aug,  niein  2id)t!  auf  ercig  au« ! 

Stirb  ^in!  ftirb  I)in   in  9Jad)t  unt  @vau8! 
£)^n'  i^n  mag  id)  auf  (Svten, 

3Kag  tort  nid)t  felig  reerten ! '  — 

(So  tDiit{)ete  S3er5tDetfe(ung 

^i)r  in  @ef)irn  unt  2(tcrn. 
Sie  fu^r  mit  ©ottea  ^Sovfe^ung 

33ermeffen  fort  ju  ^atern; 


3erfd)(ug  ten  33ufen  unt  ^,errang 

T)k  §ant  6i6  Sonnenuntergang, 

33i§  auf  am  §imme.(!?6ogen 

I)ie  goltnen  Sterne  jogen. 
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/ 

"Almighty  God !   O  do  not  judge 

My  poor  unhappy  child; 
She  knows  not  what  her  lips  pronounce. 

Her  anguish  makes  her  wild. 

'My  girl,   forget  thine  earthly  woe 
And  think  on  God  and  bliss ; 

For  so  at  least  shal  not  thy  soul 
Its  heavenly  bridegroom  miss.' 

"0  mother,   mother!   what  is  bliss, 

And  what  the  fiendis  cell? 
With  him  'tis  heaven  anywhere, 

Without  my  William,   hell." 

'Go  out,   go  out,   my  lamp  of  life. 

In  endless  darkness  die  : 
Without  him  I  must  loathe  the  earth. 

Without  him  scorn  the  skie.' 

And  so   despair  did  rave  and  rage 
Athwarte  her  boiling  veins ; 

Against  the  Providence  of  God 

She  hurlde  her  impious  strains. 

She  bet  her  breast,   and  wrung  her  hands, 
And  rollde  her  tearless  eye. 

From  rise  of  mom,  till  the  pale  stars 
Again  orespred  the  skye. 


10  ®-  21-  ^Buv^er. 

Unt)  augen,  ^ovc^!  gieug'S  tra^  tva^)  trap, 

3((«  h?ie  tocn  9icfjeg  .^ufen, 
Uiit  fltrreiit'  ftieg  etn  9ieitev  ah 

3ln  t)e§  ©elanbcr^  ®tufen. 

Unb  ^ovd)!  unt)  tjovc^!  ten  'i)3fortenvtug 
©anj  lofe,  leife  fling  ling  ling! 

jDann  lamen  burdj  tie  ^^>fovte 
S5evnc^mlid)  ticfc  SBorte: 

,^oUa!  r)Daa!  Xl)U  auf,  ntein  ftinb! 

(£d)latft,  Siebd^cn,   cfcev  tuac^ft  tu'^ 
S25ie  Inft  nod)  gegcn  mid;  gefinnt*! 

Unt  toeineft  otev  lad}]t  tu?'  — 

,3td>,  aBiU^ehn!  tu?  —  3  c  fpiit  fcei  i)la6)t< 
©enjeinct  I)ab'  id)  unt?  gewadn; 

2lc^!  gvo^eS  i'eit)  evlittcn! 

2Bc  fcmmft  Du  I)cv  gevittenT  — 

,aBir  fatteln  nuv  uui  SDiitternad^t, 
2Beit  titt  id)  I)er  »on  Si^ipULen; 

3fd)  ^be  fpat  mid)  aufgeniviAt 

Unt  n^ifl  bid)  mit  miv  nefjmen!'  — 

,%d},  2Bilt)cIm!  'vein,  l)erein  gefd)n)intl 
®en  §agct)orn  tuvd)fanft  ter  SBtnt : 

herein,  in  meinen  airmen, 

^er^ticbftev,  ^u  enwavmenl'  — 
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When  harke  I   abroadc  she  herde  the  tramp 

Of  nimble  hoofed  steed ; 
She  herde  a  Knight  with  clank  alighte, 

And  climbe  the  stair  in  speed. 

And  soon  she  herde  a  tinkling  hand. 

That  twirled  at  the  pin  ; 
And  thro  her  door  that  opend  not, 

These  words  were  breathed  in. 


"What  ho  !    what  ho  I   thy  door  undo : 
Art  watching  or  asleepe? 

My  love,   dost  yet  remember  me, 

And  dost  thou  laugh  or  weepe?" 


*i 


"^Ah  !   William  here  so  late  at  night? 

Oh  !   I  have  wachte  and   wak'd : 
Whense  art  thou  come?  For  thy   return 

My  lieart  has  sorely  ak'd.' 

"At  midnight  only  we  may  ride ; 

I  come  ore   land  and  see : 
I  mounted  late,   but  soone  I  go : 

Aryse  and  come  with  mee." 

'O  William,   enter  first  my  bowre, 
And  give  me  one  embrace  : 

The  blasts  athwart  the  hawthorn  hiss  : 
Awayte  a  little  space.' 


12  @.  9t.  parser. 

,Sag  faufen  turd)  ten  C)agetovn, 
2a§  faufen,  i^int,  (ap  faufen! 

2)er  9iap^e  fd)ant,  e6  fltiat  ter  ®pprn, 
3(i^  tarf  aU^ter  ni^t  !^aufen ! 

tomm,  fcf^ur^e,  faring  unt  fdjiuin^e  bid? 

2luf  meinen  9Ja^en  fainter  mi^ ! 
9J?ug  ^eut'  nod)  ijuntevt  Wlcikn 

3)?tt  tir  in8  Srautbett  etten.'  — 

,2l(^!  troflteft  l^unbert  3)?et(en  nod) 
Wid)  I)eut'  ing  ^rautbett  tragen? 

Unt  i}Qx6) !  eg  brummt  tie  ©lode  noc^, 
1)te  elf  fc^on  angcfd^lagen.'  — 

,(Sie^  ^In,  fte^  l^er!  ter  SOtono  fd)eint  f)eU ; 

2Bir  unt  tie  !tobtcn  veiten  fdjneU; 
^dj  bringe  tid),  ^^ur  liBette, 

9io^  Iieut'  in8  i^od)^,eitgktte. '  — 

,®ag  an!  »o  ift  tein  ^ammerlein ? 

2Bo,  tt)ie  tein  $od)',eit^6ettd)en?'  — 
,2Beit,  »eit  ton  ^ier!  Still,  fii^l  unt  flein! 
Se^S  Sretter  unt  jmei  33vettd)en?'  — 


,^at'i  9?auni  fiir  mic^?'  —  ,%nx  tid)  unt  mic^ ! 
fomm,  fd)iir3e,  faring  unt  fc^tuinge  tic^! 


WILLIAM    TAYLOR,    OF    NOBWICH.  13 

"The  blasts  athwarte  the  hawthorn  hiss, 

I  may  not  harbour  here ; 
My  spurs  are  sett,   my  courser  pawes, 

My  hour  of  flight  is  nere." 

"All  as  thou  lyest  upon  thy  couch, 

Aiyse  and  mount  behinde  ; 
To  night  we'le  ride  a  thousand  miles, 

The  bridal  bed  to  finde." 

'How,   ride  to   night  a  thousand  miles? 

Thy  love  thou  dost  bemock  : 
Eleven  is  the  stroke  that  still 

Rings  on  within  the  clock.' 

"Looke  up ;   the  moon  is  bright,   and  we 

Outstride  the  earthly  men  : 
I'le  take  thee  to  the  bridal  bed, 

And  night  shall  end  but  then," 

'And  where  is  then  thy  house,  and  home, 

And  bridal  bed  so  meet?' 
"'Tis  narrow,   silent,   chilly,  low, 

Six  planks,   one  shrouding  sheet." 

'And  is  there  any  room  for  me 

Wherein  that  I  may  creepe?' 
"There's  room  enough  for  thee  and  me 

Wherein  that  we  may  sleepe. 


14  ®.  31.  ^itvgei. 

X)tc  C>od)5elt«gafte  I)offen ; 

1)k  hammer  ftet)t  un§  off  en. '  — 


iSc^iJn  !i?ieb(f;en  fd)ur5te,  fpvanc3  unt)  |(f)iuaiU3 

Sid)  auf  fca§  9iDf?  6el)cube; 
So^l  um  t)cn  trauten  Oieitev  W^H 

<Sie  t^ve  ?ilienf>anbe. 

Unfc  I>uvre  ^urve,  I)c^3 !  l)o)5 !  l)op ! 

®leng'«  fovt  iu  faufeutem  ©alo^j^- 
3)a§  9?o§  unb  9tctter  fd)nc6en, 

Unb  tie«  unt)  gunf't^n  ftoben. 

3ur  vec^ten  unt)  ,^nr  (infen  §anb 

35ovbet  »ov  i^ven  33nd"en, 
2Bie  flogen  dinger,  ^eife'  unt)  Sant)! 

2Bie  tonnevten  fcie  Sviidenl 


.,@raut  §te6d)en  and??  2)ev  2)?ont  fdjetnt  ^efl! 

.f)urra^ !  bte  lobten  retten  fci^nell ! 
®raut  Siebc^en  and?  »or  Xobten?"  — 

,3ld)  nctn !  bod)  lap  ble  Sobtcn!'  — 
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"All  as  thou  lyest  upon  thy  couch, 

Aryse,   no  longer  stop ; 
The  wedding-guests  thy  coming  wayte 

The  chamber-door  is  ope." 

All  in  her  sacke  as  there  she  lay, 

Upon  his  horse  she  sprung ; 
And  with  her  lily  hands  so  pale 

About  her  William  clung. 

And  hurry-skurry  off  they  go, 

Unheeding  wet  or  dry  ; 
And  horse  and  rider  snort  and  blow, 

And  sparkling  pebbles  fly. 

How  swift  the  flood,  the  mead,  the  wood, 

Aright,    aleft,   are  gone ! 
The  bridges  thunder  as  they  pass 

But  earthly  sowne  is  none. 

Tramp,   tramp,  across  the  land  they  speede  ; 

Splash,   .splash,   across  the  see: 
"Hurrah  !   the  dead  can  ride  apace, 

Dost  feare  to  ride  with  me? 

"The  moon  is  bright,  and  blue  the  night ; 

Dost  quake  the  blast  to  stem? 
Dost  shudder,  mayde,  to  seeke  the  dead?" 

'No,   no,   but  what  of  them?' 


16  ®.  21.  sBurgev. 

2Ba8  liana,  Port  fitr  ©efang  mtb  ^lang? 

Sag  ftattevteu  tie  9iabcn? 
$ovd^  @loden!(ang!  ^orc^  SoMenfang : 
,Sa^t  un§  ten  Seib  begraSen.' 

Unfe  no^cr  jog  ein  Seic^enjug, 

®er  <Sarg  unb  Sottenbabre  trug. 
jDa§  Siefc  xoax  ju  »crgletd)en 
2)em  Uufenruf  in  2:ei(^en. 

,9kc^  9)Jttternacf>t  begrafct  ten  8eib 
SJitt  ^tang  unt»  *2ang  unt  ^'lage ! 

^t^t  fii^r'  ic^  l^eim  mein  jungeg  2Beib ; 
Wit,  mit  jum  53rautgelage !  — 

tomm,  ^iiftev,  t)ter!  ^omm  mit  t>em  (5t)ov 
lint)  gurgle  mir  tag  33rautUet'  Dovl 

tomm,  '13faff',  unfc  f^rid)  fcen  3egen, 
(g^  i»ir  ju  33ett  un8  legen ! '  — 

(Stttt  ^lang  unt)  Sang  —  tie  i8at)re  fd^want 

@ei)or[am  fetnem  9tufen, 
^am'g  f)urve!  ^urre!  nad^gerannt 

§art  f)inter'8  9?appen  §ufen. 

Unfc  imnter  toeiter,  I)op !  ^op  !  ^op ! 

©ieng'g  fort  in  faufenDem  ©alop^, 
2)a^  9^0^  unt)  better  fc^noben, 

Unt)  tie«  unt)  gunfen  ftoben. 
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How  glumly  sounes  yon  dirgy  song  I 

Night-ravens  flappe  the  wing. 
What  knell  doth  slowly  tolle  ding  dong? 

The  psalms  of  death  who  sing? 

Forth  creepes  a  swarthy  funeral  train, 

A  corse   is  on  the  biere  ; 
Like  croke  of  todes  from  lonely  moores, 

The  chauntings  meete  the  eere. 

"Go,    bcure  her  corse   when  midnight's  past 

With  song  and  tear  and  wail ; 
I  've  gott  my   wife,   I  take  her  home, 

My  hour  of  wedlock  hail  I 

"Leade  forth,   o  dark,   the  chaunting  quire. 

To  swell  our  spousal  song : 
Come,   priest,    and  reade  the  blessing  soone ; 

For  oui*  dark  bed  we  long." 

The  bier  is  gone,   the  dirges  hush: 

His  bidding  all  obaye, 
And  headlong  rush  thro  briar  and  bush 

Beside  his  speedy  waye. 

Halloo!  halloo!   how  swift  they  go. 

Unheeding  wet  or  dry ; 
And  horse  and  rider  snort  and  blow. 

And  sparkling  pebbles  fly. 
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18  ®.  21.  Siiigcr. 

Sie  flogen  rec^ts,  t»ie  flogen  linfg 

©ebtrge,  33dum'  unt»  §ecfen  I 
Sie  flogen  Unfg,  unb  red)tg  unc  i'mU, 

Xite  jDorfer,  Statt'  unb  i^leden!    . 

,@raut  Siebc^en  auc^?  —  5)er  9«ont)  fc^eint  IjeU! 

.'puiTa'^!  tie  SoMen  reiten  fc^neU! 
®raut  Sie^en  auc^  toor  Xobten?'  — 

'%6^\  la§  fie  ru^n,  bie  Xobten!  — 

(Stel)  ba!  ftef)  ba !  2lm  ^ccftgeric^t 

Xan^t  urn  be6  9?at)e«  Spinfcel, 
.^alfe  fid)t6avlid}  feci  3)lonfcen(id)t, 

Sin  luftigeS  ©efintel. 

,Sa!  fa:  ©efinbel!  ^ier!  fomm  ^ier! 

©efmtel,  fomm  unt)  folge  mir! 
Xan^i'  un§  ten  C>D%it§rctgen, 

2Benn  mix  ^u  ^ette  ftetgen!'  — 

Unb  fca«  ©efinbel,  ^d) !  ^ufd)!  fjufc^! 

,^am  f)inten  nadj  gepvaffelt, 
2Bie  2Birbetoinb  am  $afe(6ufd) 

Xnx6)  tiirre  flatter  raffelt. 

Unt)  reciter,  reciter,  f)Dp !  l^op!  f)op! 

@ing'«  fort  in  faufenbcm  ©alopp, 
!Da§  9io^  unt)  9^eiter  fd^nobcn 

Unb  ^te«  unb  i^un^t-'n  ftoben 
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How  swift  the  hill,   how  swift  the  dale. 

Aright,   aleft  are  gone  I 
By  he.dge  and  tree,   by  thorp  and  town, 

They  gallop,  gallop  on. 

Tramp,   tramp,  across  the  land  they  speede  ; 

Splash,   splash,   across  the  see  : 
"Hurrah!   the  dead  can   ride  apace; 

Dost  feare  to  ride  with  mee  ? 

"Look   up,   look  up,   an  airy  crew 

In  roundel  daunces  reele, 
The  moon  is  bright  and  blue  the  night 

Mayst  dimly  see  them  wheele. 

"Come  to,   come  to,  ye  ghostly  crew, 

Come  to  and  follow  me, 
And  daunce  for  us  the  wedding  daunce 

When  we  in  bed  shall  be." 

And  brush,  brush,  brush,  the  ghostly  crew 

Came  wheeling  ore  their  heads 
All  rustling  like  the  witherd  leaves 

That  wide  the  whirlwind  spreads. 

Halloo  !   halloo  I   away  they  go  , 

Unheeding  wet  or  dry; 
And  horse  and  rider  snort  and  blow 

And  sparkling  pebbles  fly. 
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2Bie  flog,  ma«  runt*  t>cv  9)fout  kfc^ien, 

SBie  flog  e^  in  tic  (yevnel 
2Bie  ftogen  oben  ubcrt)in 

!Der  ^immel  unt  tic  Stcnic! 

,@raut  Stebc^en  auc^'^  —  3)ev  9)ionC  fdjeint  l)cU! 

^urra^  bic  Gotten  rcitcn  fcfenett! 
®raut  ?ieBd^en  and)  'oox  ZoUcnC  — 

,£)  tDcV  taR  ^'ut?"  tic  2;oMenI'  — 

,9ia^>^5!  9iap^!  mid)  bunft,  tcr  §ai)n  fd)on  vuft; 

SBalt  tuirt)  t)cr  3ant)  t>cninneii  I 
9ta^^!  9^4^^!  id)  luittvc  9Jf cvgcnluft ; 

<)ia)j))!  tummlc  Cic^  t^ou  binucu! 

SSoUbrac^t,  t>oaCnaci^t  ift  imfcr  i'auf! 

3)a8  ipDd)5eit«6cttc  tt>ut  fid)  auf:     , 
SDie  Gotten  reiten  fc^ncUe ! 

Sir  finfc,  wix  fint  ^ur  StcUe!'    — 

9^afcb  auf  ein  cifcrn  ©ittert^ov 

®ing'«  niit  ocr^ngtem  ^iio^ti ; 
9)iit  f(|iTOan!er  @ert  ein  ®d>lag  featoov 
3erf)»rcngte  ®c^b^  unfc  Spiegel. 

!Dte  i^liigel  flogen  flirrenb  auf, 

Unt)  itbcr  ©rafeer  ging  tcr  Sauf; 

(S^  blinftcn  Scidyenfteine 

9^inggum  im  2)iontenfd)eine. 
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And  all  that  in  the  moonshyne  lay 

Behind  them  fled  afar ; 
And  backward  scudded  overhead 

The  skie  and  every  star. 

Tramp,   tramp,   across  the  land  they  speede ; 

Splash,   splash,  across  the  see  : 
"Hurrah  !    the  dead  can  ride  apace ; 

Dost  feare  to  ride  with  mee? 

"I  weene  the  cock  prepares  to  crowe ; 

The  sand  will  soone  be  run  : 
I  snufFe  the  early  morning  air ; 

Downe  I   downe !   our  work  is  done.  , 

The  dead,   the  dead  can  ride  apace : 
Our  wed-bed  here  is  fit  ; 
Our  race  is  ridde,   our  journey  ore  , 
Our  endless  union  knit." 

And  lo  !   an  yron-grated  gate 

Soon  biggens  to  their  view  : 
He  crackde  his  whyppe ;   the  locks,   the  bolls. 

Cling,   clang!    assunder  flew. 

They  passe,  and  'twas  on  graves  they  trodde , 

"'Tis  hither  we  are  bound." 
And  many  a  tombstone  ghastly  white 

Lay  in  the  moonshyne  round. 
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§u!  £)u:  eiu  gra^tid)  2Bunt)ev' 
!De«  9ietter3  ^otlev,  Stiicf  \ux  Stiicf, 
giel  ab  tt)ie  miivber  3ii"^'^^' 


3um  ©c^aiDel  ot>ne  3opf  ""^  2d)o^)f, 

3um  narften  ®d)at)el  ivart  fein  ^'o^f, 

2)iit  ©tuntenglaS,  unt)  ^tppe. 


|)oc^  baumte  fic^,  roilt)  fdniob  fcer  ^tapp 
Unt)  f^ru^te  i^euerfunfen ; 

Unt)  ^ui !  icar'g  unter.  iiir  ^erab 
23erfd)n)uncen  unt)  ferfunten. 

®e^eu(,  @et)eul  au«  l;ol)ev  l^uft, 

©etoinfet  tarn  au§  tiefer  @ruft; 

SenorenS  ^erj  niit  33eben 

^ang  ^toifc^en  XdX>  unt)  ?eben. 

9iun  tanjten  tcot)l  beim  9)ioncenglan,5 
9?untum  I)erum  im  .ftreiie, 

3)ie  @eifter  eincn  itettentanj 
Unb  Ijeulten  biefe  SBetfe ; 
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And  when  he  from  his  steed  alytte, 

His  armure,   black  as  cinder 
Did  moulder,   moulder  all  awaj- 

As  were  it  made  of  tinder. 

His  head  became  a  naked  scull 

Nor  hair  nor  eyne  had  he  : 
His  body  grew  a  skeleton 

Whilome  so  blithe  of  ble. 

And  at  his  dry  and  boney  heel 

No  spur  was  left  to  bee ; 
And  in  his  witherd  hand  you  might 

The  scythe  and  hourglass  see. 

And  lo  !   his  steed  did  thin  to  smoke, 

And  charnel  fires  outbreathe ; 
And  pal'd  and  bleachde,  then  vanishde  quite 

The  maid  from  underneathe. 

And  hollow  bowlings  hung  in  air. 

And  shrekes  from  vaults  arose  : 
Then  knewe  the  mayd  she  might  no  more 

Her  living  eyes  unclose. 

But  onward  to  the  judgment  seat. 

Thro'   mist  and  moonlight  dreare 

The  ghostly  crew^  their  flight  persewe  , 
And  hoUowe  in  her  eare : 
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„@et)u(t!  ©ebulfc!  irenn'«  v'pcr,  auc^  Bric^t? 

5!}?tt  @ott  tm  §i'tti«>^l  i)kibre  nid)t! 
^e«  2et6e6  btft  tu  (cttg; 

®ott  fci  ber  3ecle  gnafeig ! " 


D(i$  ^teb  pom  Broufit  Mamt 


Ijod)  fllngt  Dag  \^iet)  »oiu  bvai^eu  9)Jann, 
3Kie  Crgclton  unb  ©lorfenflancj. 
2Sev  f)o^c«  2)?utl;8  fid;  vutjmen  fann, 
3)en  lofjnt  ntd^t  ©olb,  ben  (ol;nt  @cfang. 
@ott(Db!  bag  ic^  fingen  intb  pretfeu  fann, 
3u  fingen  unb  ^jveifen  ben  hxa'ocn  2)tann. 

Tev  X^autinub  fam  toni  ^^itttag^meev, 

Unb  fdjnob  buvd)  Sdfdjlanb,  triib'  unb  fewest, 

Xie  2Bo(fen  flogen  »or  tf)m  I;er, 

2Bie  tt>ann  ber  3Bc(f  bie  ipeevbe  fd)eud>t. 

(5v  fegte  bte  Je^bev,  jerbrad)  ben  ^ovft; 

2luf  Seen  unb  <2tri5men  ba§  ©vunbetg  6crft. 

%m  .^Dc^gebirge  fd^mol^  bev  2d)nee; 
'3)er  Stur,  j?on  taitfeub  2lMfern  fd)oa; 
X^a«  2i?iefent^a(  begrub  ein  See; 
!De«  ?anbe§  §eerftvom  n>ud)§  unb  fc^njoll; 
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"Be  patient,   tho  thyne  herte  should  breke 

Arrayne  not  Heaven's  decree, 
Thou  nowe  art  of  thy  bodie  reft, 

Thy  soul  forgiven  bee. 


THE  LAY  OF  THE  BRAVE  MAN. 


Loud  sounds  afar  the  brave  man's  lay, 

Like  bells'  clear  chime  or  organ's  roll ; 

Sweet  song,  not  gold,  can  best  repay 

The  man  who  shows  a  dauntless  soul. 

Thank  God !  who  hath  taught  me  to  praise  and  sing, 

For  loud  shall  the  brave  hero's  praises  ring. 

The  warm  wind  came  from  the  Southern  sea, 

And  Italy  felt  its  humid  breath ; 
The  scattered  clouds  before  it  flee, 

Like  flocks,  when  wolves  bring  fear  and  death. 
It  swept  o'er  the  fields,  the  forest  it  brake, 
And  loosened  the  ice  upon  streamlet  and  lake. 

Snow  melted  on  the  mountain-tops  : 

A  thousand  plunging  torrents  fell : 
Lakes  buried  field,  and  dale,  and  copse  ; 

Each  river  rose  with  sudden  swell. 
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^06)  roUten  tic  Sogen,  entlang  tf)r  @lei«, 
Unt  roUten  getoaltige  gelfen  St§. 

2luf  ^feilevn  uut  auf  ^ogen  fAroer, 
^2lu«  Ouabcrftein  ton  unten  auf, 
?ag  eine  Sviicfe  tviibev  i)er, 
Unt>  mitten  ftant)  ein  §au§d>en  trauf. 

„D  Bottner!  0  3oUncr!    (Sntfteud)  gefd^tuint) ! " 

Sg  tjvo^nt'  uni)  tro^nte  tum^f  ^eran, 
^aut  t^cultcn  (Sturm  unt  2Bog'  um'8  §au8, 
jTcv  Bi^^^c^'  fP^'^^9  5^*^^  ^^'^^  ^inan, 
*  Uut  feUdt'  in  ten  Xumult  ^inau§  — 
„33arm^er5iger  ^immel!  eitarme  tic^! 
S3erloven!  Derlorcn!  2Cev  rettet  mid)?" 

®ie  ®(f>otten  roUten,  ®d)UJ3  auf  ®d)uf3, 

3Son  fceitcn  Ufern,  ^icr  unt  tort, 

35on  fceiDen  Ufern  rife  ter  glufe 

■Die  'ipfeiler  fammt  ten  33ogen  fort. 

:Dev  bebente  Bi^ttnc^.  n"t  Seib  unt  ^int, 

(gr  tjeutte  nod^  (auter,  al«  Strom  unt  SBint. 

,  ®ie  ®d)oIIen  roUten,  ®to§  auf  ®tof?, 
2ln  beiten  (Sntcn,  ^ier  unt  tort, 
3crborftcn  unt  jertrummert,  fc^ofe 
gin  '^feiler  nac^  ten:  antern  fort. 
SBatt  nat)te  ter  5D^itte  ter  Umftur^  fid)  — 
..Sarm^erjiger  §tmme( !  erbarme  tidj!"  — 
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Their  channels  the  cataracts  ploughed  and  tore, 
And  fragments  of  ice  to  the  valley  bore. 

On  piers  and  arches  strongly  planned, 

Well  built  of  quarried  stone  and  wood, 

A  lofty  bridge  the  valley  spanned, 

Whereon,  midway,  a  cottage  stood  : 

And  here  lived  the  tollman  with  child  and  wife  . 

"Oh,  tollman:  oh,  tollman!  flee  fast  for  thy  life!" 

Loud  roared,  and  howled,  and  beat,  and  rained 
The  storm  around  that  lonely  home  ; 

At  length  the  roof  the  tollman  gained, 

And  looked  across  the  seething  foam, 

"Oh  merciful  heaven !  my  trust  is  in  thee  ! 

I  am  lost,  I  am  lost!  what  refuge  for  me?" 

The  blocks  of  ice  came  rolling  fast 

On  either  bank,  both  far  and  near : 

On  either  side  the  stream  rushed  past, 

And  swept  away  both  arch  and  pier  : 

The  timorous  tollmann  with  wife  and  child. 

ShriekecJ  louder  yet  tlian  the  tempest  wild. 

The  heaped  up  ice  came,  rolling  on. 
At  either  end  both  far  and  near ; 

Arch  after  arch  away  was  gone. 

In  fragments  fell  each  ruined  pier. 

To  the  middle  the  turmoil  had  forced  its  way, 

"Oh  merciful  heaven,  now  help  !  we  pray  !" 
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v^od)  auf  teui  fevneu  Ufer  ftaiit 

Sttt  3d)Wavm  »on  ©affeni,  cjvof^  unb  flein; 

Unt  ictev  fd^vte  unt)  vaiU3  tie  i^ant, 

!Dod)  moc^te  9?ientant>  ^Jietter  feiii. 

Xa  bebenfce  ^i^tluerr  mtt  2Bet6  unb  tint), 

Xiird)t)eu(te  nad)  Oicttung  ten  Strom  unt)  3Eint). 

SBann  flingft  bu,  i^eb  vcm  hwen.  3)iann, 
Iffiie  Orgelton  unb  ©locfcnflani]  ?    ■ 
!fi>ct)(anl  [o  nenn'  i^n,  nenn'  if)n  bann ! 
2Bann  nennft  bu  it^n,  mein  fd^onftcr  Sang? 
!:i3alb  na^et  ber  9Kitte  ber  Umftuv,  fid), 
D  braver  9)iann,  brauer  DJtann,  ^etge  bi(^ ! 

Maid)  c^alo'p'fixt'  ein  ©raf  l;er»or, 

'2luf  I)o^em  i)iog,  ein  ebler  ©raf; 

SBasi  £>ielt  bet^  ©rafen  i^anb  empor? 

Sin  33eutel  war  e^,  coir  unb  ftraff.   — 

„3njeil)unbert  ■t>iftolen  finb  jugefagt 

Dent,  roelc^er  btc  ^Jettung  ber  Slrmen  wagt!" 

2Ber  ift  ber  S3ra»e?  3ft'«  ber  @raf? 
Sag'  an,  mein  bracer  Sang,  fag'  an! 
Ter  (§raf ,  beim  ^i3(^ften  @ott,  n?ar  braw  I 
Dod)  n^ei^  id;  einen  bracern  9)iann.   — 
£)  bracer  5!)?ann,  bracer  9)Jann !  ^eige  bic^! 
Sd)on  na^t  ia^  53erberben  fid)  fiird^terlid).  — 

Unb  immer  ()o^er  fd)icoi;i  bie  jyfutt)  ; 
Unb  immer  tauter  fd)nob  ber  2Binb; 
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High  on  the  farthest  bank  a  crowd 

Of  gazers,  young  and  aged,  stood; 
Each  wrung  his  hand,  and  wept  aloud : 

But  none  would  dare  that  dangerous  flood  : 
The  timorous  tollman,  with  wife  and  child. 
Shrieked  loudly  for  help  thro'  the  uproar  wild. 

When  shall  the  brave  man's  la:y  be  rung. 

Like  organ's  roll,  or  bells'  pure  chime? 
When  shall  his  noble  name  be  sung. 

My  sounding  song  ?  'tis  time  I  'tis  time  I 
To  the  midst  hath  the  turmoil  forced  its  way : 
Brave  hero  !  brave  hero  I  now  help,  I  pray  ! 

Fast  galloped  up  a  noble  knight, 

A  h6rse  he  rode  of  stately  build, 
What  hold  his  right  hand  iorth  to  sight? 

A  heavy  purse  with  gold  well-filled. 
"Two  hundred  pistoles  are  here,  I  swear. 
For  him  who  to  save  them  will  nobly  dare  I 

Will  he —  this  knight  —  those  wretches  save? 

Is  he  thy  worthy  theme,  my  song? 
The  knight,  as  Heav'n  doth  know,  was  brave, 

But  one  more  brave  shall  come  ere  long. 
Brave  hero  I  brave  hero  !  at  length  appear  ! 
Their  terrible  ruin  is  drawing  near. 

And  higher  still  the  flood  doth  swell. 

And  louder  still  the  storm  doth  rave. 
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Unt  immev  tiefer  fanf  ter  2Jiutt).   — 
£)  9ietter  !  9Jetter !  !omm'  gejc^icint ! 
Stet^  ^feller  bei  ^fetter  jerborft  unb  brad), 
?aut  frac^ten  unb  ftilr^teu  bie  33ogen  nad). 

...•paOoV  ^'paflot)!  %xi\6)  auf!  gewagt!" 

§Dd)  i)ielt  bev  @raf  ben  "iPn-eiS  empor. 

Sin  jeber  port's,  boc^  3eber  jagt, 

2lu«  2:aufenben  tritt  tetner  cor. 

S3ergeben^  bnrd)^u(te,  mit  iBkib  unb  Sllnb, 

3)er  3'^U"^^'  "^f^  ^ettun^  ben  3tvom  unb  2Binb. 

SieV,  fd)led)t  unb  red)t  cin  33auev^mann 

%m  2i?anberftabe  fd^rttt  ba^cr, 

3)?it  i3robem  Slittel  an^et^an, 

2In  aBud)8  unb  ^ntliJl?  {)oc^  unb  tjeljr. 

(gr  ^ijrte  ben  ©rafen;  oernal^m  jetn  Sort; 

Unb  fc^aute  ta^  naljc  S3erberben  bort. 

Unb  fii^n,  in  @otte«  ^Jiamen,  f prang 

Sr  in  ben  ndc^ften  gi[d)erta()n ; 

Zxoi}  2BirbeI,  Sturm  unb  SSogenbrang, 

tarn  ber  Srretter  gUlrflic^  an: 

■Dcd)  ire^e!  ber  ^ffad^en  n.>ar  ad^u  ficin, 

Urn  9?etter  »on  alien  ^ugleid)  ',u  fein. 

Unb  breintal  5»ang  er  feinen  .^al^n, 
Srotj  Sirbel,  (Sturm  unb  Sogenbrang ; 
Unb  breimal  fam  er  gliidlid)  an, 
53ig  i^m  bie  9iettung  gan^  gelang. 
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And  more  and  more  their  courage  fell.  — 

O  daring  hero,  haste  to  save! 
Pier  upon  pier  is  burst  in  two, 
Arch  after  arch  is  broken  through  ! 

"Will  no  one  dare?  see  here  !  see  here  !" 

The  knight  held  out  the  tempting  prize : 

Each  peasant  hears,  but  shrinks  with  fear, 
Of  thousands,  none  the  risk  defies. 

In  vain  did  the  tollman,  with  wife  and  child. 

Shriek  lo\idly  for  help  thro'  the  uproar  wild. 

But  lo  !  a  peasant,  staff  in  hand. 

Comes  striding  up  with  hurried  pace, 

His  mean  attire  the  gazers  scanned, 

His  stalwart  frame,  «nd  noble  face. 

He  hears  the  promise  the  knight  had  made, 

And  saw  that  their  doom  coul^  scarce  be  stayed. 

He  trusted  Gods  protecting  power, 

And  in  the  nearest  skiff  he  leapt ; 

In  spite  of  stream,  and  whirl,  and  shower, 
His  way  the  daring  hero  kept ; 

Oh  I  horror  !  the  boat  is  so  frail  and  small. 

It  never  can  hold  them  and  save  them  all ! 

In  spite  of  whirl,  and  storm,  and  tide, 

Three  times  the  dangerous  course  he  braved ; 

Three  times  he  safely  reached  the  side, 

By  God's  good  grace,  till  all  were  saved  : 
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^aum  famen  bte  Se^ten  tu  fid)evn  '|>cvt, 
®o  roUte  t)a«  te^te  ©etrummer  fovt.  — 

2Bev  ift,  wev  ift  fccv  bvai^c  9)Jaun'! 
(Sag  an,  fag  an,  mcin  bratoev  Sang ! 
®er  iBauer  nsagt'  ein  Sekn  tran; 
3)oc^  tfjat  er'«  njot)!  nm  ©oltegflang'^ 
!5)enn  f^^entete  ninimcv  Cev  @raf  fetn  @ut, 
©0  tt3agte  fcev  Saner  oicUctcfet  fetn  33lnt. 

„^ler",  rief  ber  @raf,  „metn  ivarf'rev  fremiti! 
§ler  ift  beln  '*|3ret'3 !  ^omm  ^er,  nlmm  f)in  I " 
Sag  an,  war  tai?  nidjt  brat)  gemetnt? 
Sei  @ott  I  ter  ®raf  trng  ^o^en  3inn.  — 
jDod)  l)ol;er  unt  ^tmmlifd^er,  iDal^rltd)  I  fd^tug 
2)a^  §er5,  tag  ber  Saner  tm  .^ittcl  trng. 

„3JJein  Scben  ift  fiir  ©olb  nid?t  fei(. 

5lrm  bin  id^  ^toar,  boci^  e^'  id)  fatt. 

®em  3'^ttner  n}ert)'  eu'r  ©ctb  jn  Xljeil, 

!Der  ^ah'  nnb  @ut  toerloren  I^at!" 

©c  rief  er  mit  '^er^Ud^em  Sieberton 

Unb  wanbte  ben  9tilden  nnb  ging  ba»on.   — 

§oc^  flingft  bu,  Sieb  vom  brat'en  SJiann, 
2Bie  Drgelton  unb  @tod'enf(ang ! 
2Ber  f eleven  3J?ut^g  fid)  ruf)men  fann, 
!Den  IoI)nt  fein  @o(b,  ben  Iof)nt  ©efang. 
©otttob  1  M^  id)  fingen  nnb  preifen  fann, 
Unfterblid^  5U  jjreifen  ben  bracen  9J?ann. 
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And  scarce  for  the  last  time  he  reached  the  shore. 
Ere  the  last  pier  fell  and  was  seen  no  more  ! 

But  wherefore  call  the  peasant  brave? 

Why  make  his  praise  thy  theme,  my  song? 
He  risked  his  life  those  lives  to  save, 

But  then  —  the  hope  of  gain  was  strong  I 
And  had  it  not  been  for  the  brave  knight's  gold, 
The  peasant  might  never  have  been  so  bold  ! 

■"Thy  prize,"  exclaimed  the  knight,  "is  won ; 

Come  here,  brave  friend,  receive  thy  due  !" 
Sure  this  was  well  and  nobly  done. 

By  heaven !  the  knight  was  brave  and  true  ! 
But  the  heart  that  beat  'neath  the  peasant's  weeds 
In  kindness  and  worth  the  knight's  exceeds. 

"I  risk  not  life  for  money's  sake  ; 

I  eat  enough,  tho'  poorly  clad  : 
Thy  bounty  let  the  tollman  take. 

The  flood  has  swallowed  all  he  had." 
In  tones  of  compassion  he  said  his  say, 
Then  slowly  he  turned  him,  and  went  his  way. 

Now  loudly  rings  the  Brave  Man's  Lay, 

Like  bells  clear  chime  or  organ's  tone  ; 

For  song,  not  gold,  can  best  repay 

The  man  who  dauntless  worth  hath  shewn. 

Thank  God,  who  hath  taught  me  to  praise  and  sing ; 

For  aye  shall  the  brave  man's  praises  ring ! 

GoLDSCHMiDT  ,  German  Poetry.  3 


born  1749,  died  1832. 


„Wai  ((lanst.  ift  fut  fcen  'Jtugmblid  gtbenn, 
X>ae  %<i)U  blcibt  tet  'JJadjtoelt  unBctlcren." 


Suctgnung  5um  ^anft. 


3^r  na^t  eucfi  icteCer,  fdiraanfenCe  ©eftalten! 
!J)te  frut)  fid)  einft  Cent  triifeen  iBtid  gejetgt. 
33erfuc^'  id)  roo^l,  eud^  fctegnml  feft  ju  tjalten? 
^iitjl'  id^  mein  ^erj  no(^  jenem  2Ba^n  genetgt''! 
3it)r  brangt  eud)  ,^ul  ^Jiun  gut,  fo  mi?gt  i^r  tDalten, 
3!Bie  il;r  au8  jDunft  unb  9?ebel  um  midb  ftetgt; 
SOZein  33ufen  fiit)(t  fic^  jugenblid)  erfcfeiittert 
3Jom  3<^wfe2i^'^^ud^,  ter  euren  3"3  umwittert. 

■3t^r  feringt  mit  eud^  bie  58ilber  frotiev  lage, 
Unt)  manege  liebe  (Sc^atten  fteigen  auf ; 
@Ieic^  einer  alteu,  fiolboerflungnen  ®age, 
^ommt  erfte  SieB'  unt  greunt)fd)aft  mit  ^erauf ; 
jDer  (Sc^merj  twirb  neu,  e§  toieberl^ott  bie  ^lage 
jDe8  Seben«  Iab^rintt>ifc^  irren  Sauf, 
Unt)  nennt  tie  @uten,  bie,  um  [d^bne  otunben 
SSom  @Iiid  getaufcbt,  toor  mir  ^inweggefd^wunben. 

®ie  l^oren  nic^t  bie  fotgenben  @efange, 
S)i''  ®eelen,  benen  i(^  bie  erften  fang ; 


DEDICATION.    FAUST.; 

—    Translated   by   Dr.    Anster.  — 


Again,  in  deepening  beauty,  ye  float  near, 

Forms,  dimly  imaged  in  the  days  gone  by  — 

Is  that  old  fancy  to  the  heart  still  dear? 
To  that  old  spell  will  ye  again  reply? 

Ye  throng  before  my  view,  divinely  clear, 

Like  sunbeams  conquering  a  cloudy  sky  ! 

Then  have  me  at  your  will  1  My  bosom  burns, 

Music  is  breathing  —  youth  and  joy  returns  ! 

Pictures  you  bring  with  you  of  happy  years, 
Loved  shades  of  other  days  are  rising  fast. 

First-love  with  early  Friendship  reappears 

Like  half-remembered  legends  of  the  past. 

Wounds  bleed  anew ;  —  the  Plaint  pursues  with  tears 
The  wanderer  through  life's  labyrinthine  waste ; 

And  names  the  Good,  already  past  away, 

Cheated,  alas  !  of  half  life's  little  day. 

But,  ah  !  they  cannot  hear  my  closing  song, 

Those  hearts,  for  whom  its  earlier  notes  were  tried. 
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3eiftoben  ift  t5a8  fveunt)Ucf)C  @et»rangc, 
35erftungen,  ad^!  ber  erfle  SBteberflang. 
3Wetn  Steto  ertijnt  ber  uubefannten  SRenge, 
3i^r  iSeifaH  felfcft  ma^t  metnem  §er5en  bang; 
Unt  n>a«  fic^  fonjl  an  metnem  ?tet)  erfreuet, 
SBeun  e8  nod)  lebt,  irrt  in  ber  SBelt  ^erftrcuet. 

Unb  mid)  cvgreift  ein  (angft  entn)i>I;nte6  Se^nen 
^Jlad)  iencm  ftiUen,  ernftcn  ©eiftevveid) ; 
(S«  fd^rccbet  nun  in  unbeftimmten  S^Bnen 
9Kein  li^^jelnb  Vteb,  ber  '^leolgl^arfe  gteicb ; 
(Sin  <S(^auer  fa^t  mid),  2:i)rane  folgt  ben  Z^xantn, 
jDa«  ftrenge  ^eq,  e«  fut)lt  fic^  milb  unb  tweic^ ; 
2Bo8  id)  befi^e,  fe^'  ic^  wk  im  u^eitcn, 
Unb  tt)a^  toev[c^tt>anb,  nnrb  miv  ju  SBivflic^feiten. 

«  » 

»     V 


3ii  eincm  to%cre6lt>tcn,  engcn  gotbifc^cn  3iii«"«r  Sou  ft  untubig  auf 
ftincm  Seffel  am  ^ulte. 

Saufi. 

j^abe  nun,  ac^!  *i]5f)itofop^ie, 
3furifterei  unb  9}iebicin, 
Unb,  leiber!  auc^  S:t)eologie 
jDurd^aug  ftubirt,  mit  ^eif^em  33emii^n. 
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Departed  is,  alas  I  the  friendly  throng. 

And  dumb  the  echoes  all,  that  first  replied. 
If  some  still  live  this  stranger  world  among, 

Fortune  hath  scattered  them  at  distance  wide; 
To  men  unknown  my  griefs  I  now  impart. 
Whose  very  praises  leave  me  sick  at  heart. 

Again  it  comes  I  a  long  unwonted  feeling  — 
A  wish  for  that  calm,  solemn  spirit-land ; 

My  wavering  song  lisps  faint,  like  murmurs  stealing 
O'er  ^^ol's  harp  by  varying  breezes  fanned. 

Tears  follow  tears,  my  weaknesses  revealing, 

And  silent  shudders  show  a  heart  iinmanned ; 

What  is,  in  the  far  distance  seems  to  be, 

The  Past,  the  Past  alone  is  true  to  me. 


"FAUST."    Act  I.   Scene  I. 

Translated  by  Theodore  Martin. 

—  Night.  — 

A  vaulted  Gothic  chamber.  —  Faust  seated  at  his  desk. 
FAUST. 

All  that  philosophy  can  teach, 

The  lore  of  jurist  and  of  leech, 

I've  master'd,  ah  I  and  sweated  through 

Theology's  dead  deserts,  too, 

Yet  here,  poor  fool,  for  all  my  lore,  - 


40  3-  SB.  ton  ©cct^e. 

X)a  |le^'  i^  nun,  id)  armer  X^or! 
Unt  Bin  fo  thtg,  alS  iwie  juoor; 
§ei§e  9)?agiftev,  ^ei^e  3)octor  gar, 
Unb  ]ki)i.  fd)ou  an  bie  ^ei^en  dal)x, 
.^erauf,  tjevab  unt?  quev  nnb  fntinm, 
SD'Jeine  Sd^iilev  an  ber  'JJafe  tierum  — 
Unb  fe^c,  ba^  toir  ntc^t«  wiffen  fonnen! 
X)a«  n)iH  mir  [d^icr  ba#  §er5  t»ev6rennen. 
3»ai'  bin  id;  gefd)eibter  a((8  atle  bie  2a^en, 
X)octoren,  SKagifter,  8d)reiber  unb  "iJJfaffcn ; 
2Ktd)  ^5(agen  feine  ©cru^el  nod)  B^cif^i' 
5urd)te  mid)  iveber  oor  Xob  nod)  'Seufcl  — 
T)afilr  ift  niiv  aUe  i^i^enb'  entrifjen, 
33i(be  miv  nid)t  ein,  njaS  ^ed)t8  ',n  tciffen, 
SBilbe  mir  nid)t  ein,  id)  fijnntc  roag  le^ren, 
!l>ie  3!Jfenfd)en  511  beffern  unb  311  befe^vcn. 
%\xd}  ^ab'  id)  rteb.er  @ut  nod^  @elb, 
5fJo(^  e^r'  unb  ^en-Uc^feit  bcv  SBelt; 
S«  miidite  fein  .^unb  fo  Idngev  (eben! 
1)runi  ^ah'  id)  mi(^  ber  SRagie  ergeben, 
Db  mir  burd)  @etfte«  traft  unb  9)Junb 
'}Jid>t  mand)  @el)cimni§  wiirbe  funb, 
"Da^  id)  nic^t  mef)r,  mit  faurem  2d)n>ei§, 
3u  [agen  braud)e,  wa«  i^  nic^t  trteife, 
3)a§  ic^  erfenne,  ujag  bie  2Be{t 
Om  Onnerften  jufammen^dtt, 
Sc^au'  alle  2Birfen8fraft  unb  3amen, 
Unb  tf)u'  nic^t  mel)r  in  2Borten  framen. 
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I  stand  no  wiser  than  before. 

They  call  me  magister,  save  the  mark  ! 

Doctor,  withal !  and  these  ten  years  I 

Have  been  leading  my  pupils  a  dance  in  dark, 

Up  hill,  down  dale,  through  wet  and  through  dry  — 

And  yet  that  nothing  can  ever  be 

By  mortals  known,  too  well  I  see! 

This  is  burning  the  heart  clean  out  of  me. 

More  brains  have  I  than  all  the  tribe 

Of  doctor,  magister,  parson  and  scribe. 

From  doubts  and  scruples  my  soul  is  free; 

Nor  hell  nor  devil  has  terrors  for  me  : 

But  just  for  this  I  am  dispossess'd 

Of  all  that  gives  pleasure  to  life  and  zest. 

I  can't  even  juggle  myself  to  own. 

There  is  any  one  thing  to  be  truly  known, 

Or  aught  to  be  taught  in  science  or  arts, 

To  better  mankind  and  to  turn  their  hearts. 

Besides,  I  have  neither  land  nor  pence, 

Nor  wordly  honour  nor  influence, 

A  dog  in  my  case  would  scorn  to  live  ! 

So  myself  to  magic  I've  vow'd  to  give. 

And  see  if  through  spirit's  might  and  tongue 

The  heart  from  some  mysteries  cannot  be  wrung; 

If  I  cannot  escape  from  the  bitter  woe 

Of  babbling  of  things  that  I  do  not  know, 

And  get  to  the  root  of  these  secret  powers, 

Which  hold  together  this  world  of  ours. 

The  sources  and  centres  of  force  explore, 

And  chaffer  and  dabble  in  words  no  more. 


42  3-  2B,  wn  ®oiti)t. 

D  fd^ft  t)u,  tootler  3)lont)enfAetn, 
3um  le^tenmal  auf  metne  ^^t'm, 
!Den  td^  fo  mancbe  SOhtternaAt 
2ln  ttefem  'ij3ult  I;eraiigeit)a(^t : 
jDann  Ubev  23u(I)ent  unb  'papier, 
jCi-ubfer^cr  ^reunb,  cvfc^teuft  tu  mtr ! 
^dj !  fonnt'  ic^  boc^  auf  23evge«t)obn 
3n  betnem  (ieben  Std^te  geljn, 
Urn  33erge§^cl)(e  mit  ©etftern  [d^webeu. 
3luf  2Biefen  in  beinem  jDdmmer  ttjebeii, 
S3on  allem  2Biffen^qualm  eutlaben, 
3n  beinem  jlf)au  gefuuti  mid?  babeii ! 


3Cus:  „^auft.^^ 

SBauetn  unter  tcr  i'int'C.    ©efaiij  uni  lauj. 

J)ev  ® chafer  ^u^te  fic^  ^um  iCauj, 
Wit  bunter  Sacfe,  33anb  unb  ^anj 
S^mucf  ttjar  ev  ange^ogen. 
®ct)on  urn  bie  Sinbe  tear  e^S  »oH, 
Unb  aC(e«  tanjtc  fd)on  wk  toll. 
3u(^l)e!  3u(f)l)e! 
3u(!^Vifa!  C>eifa!  ^e! 
©0  ging  ber  ^^iebelbogen. 

dx  briirfte  I^aftig  fid)  Ijeran, 
X)a  ftie^  er  an  ein  9)idt>c^en  an 
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Oh,  broad  bright  moon,  if  this  might  be 

The  last  of  the  nights  of  agony, 

The  countless  midnights,  these  weary  eyes, 

Have  from  this  desk  here  watch'd  thee  rise  ! 

Then,  sad-eyed  friend,  thy  wistful  looks 

Shone  in  upon  me  o'er  paper  and  books  ; 

But  oh !  might  I  wander  in  thy  dear  light 

O'er  the  trackless  slopes  of  some  mountain  height, 

Round  mountain  caverns  with  spirits  sail, 

Or  float  o'er  the  meads  in  thy  hazes  pale ; 

And  freed  from  the  fumes  of  a  fruitless  lore, 

Bathe  in  tljy  dews  and  be  w^hole  once  more ! 


"FAUST."  Act  II.   Scene  III. 
Translated   by   Peter    Gardner. 
Dance  and  Song. 
The  shepherd  busk'd  him  for  the  dance, 
In's  tartan  coat  an'  plaid  to  prance, 
Sae  braw,  folk's  een  did  row,  man. 
Lang  syne  below  the  trees  was  thrang. 
There  a'  like  mad  they  lap  an'  flang. 
Hooch,  heel  Hooch,  heel 
Hooch,  heeze,  man  I  Heeze,  man!  hee  ! 
Sae  rung  the  fiddle-bow,  man. 

He  pressed  in,  drivin'  here  an'  there 
An'  stammered  on  a  maiden  fair. 


44  3.  2B.  ten 


3Ktt  feinem  (Sllenfeo^en ; 

X^te  frifd^e  Siirne  fe^rt'  fid^  um 

Unt)  fagte:  „9fJiin,  ta§  finb'  id)  bunim! 

3u(^^e!  3u(f)^e! 

3;uc^f)etfa!  ipelfa!  .^e! 

®ei)t)  nic^t  fo  unge^ogen". 

'^cdf  ^iirtig  in  fcent  ^tetfe  ging'^, 
i£ie  tan^5ten  recf)tg,  fie  tair^ten  linU, 
Unt>  aUe  9?Me  flogen. 
Sie  n?urfcen  vott),  fie  irurben  roaxm 
Unt  ru^ten  at^tnenfc  2lrm  in  '2lrni. 
3ucf)t)e!  auc^!)e! 
3ud)^eifa!  .^eifa!  Ape! 
Unt)  .f)uft'  an  (SUenbogen. 

Unt  i^u'  miv  toc^  nid^t  fo  certraut  I 
SSJie  mandciex  ^at  nid^t  feine  iBraut 
33elOi3en  unb  Setrogen ! 
^v  fd)meid)elte  fie  tod)  bei  Seit', 
Unt  »on  ter  Sinte  fc^ott  e§  rceit : 
x^uc^Ije!  3ud^^e! 
3u(^^eifa!  ."peifa!  §e! 
©efd^rei  unt  ^ietelbogen. 


PETER    GARDNEK. 

His  elbows  garred  her  steer,  man. 

The  sprichtly  lassie  swept  her  roun, 

"Noo,  gouk"  quo'  she,  "y^'re  on  my  goun." 

Hooch,  hee  I  Hooch,  hee  I 

Hooch,  heeze,  man  !  Heeze,  man  !  hee ! 

"Oh!  show  some  havins  here,  man." 

Noo  quicker  gaed  they  thro"  the  reel. 

To  richt  an'  left  a'  set  an'  wheel. 

Hoo  swift  the  short-gouns'  flicht,  man  I 

Syne  grew  they  red,  an'  grew  they  warm, 

Syne  rested,  pechin',  arm  in  arm. 

Hooch,  hee  I  Hooch,  hee  ! 

Hooch,  heeze,  man !  Heeze,  man  I  hee  ! 

An'  elbow-deep  they  sich'd  man. 

"An'  dinna  mak'  sae  free,"  she  said, 
"There's  mony  woo  that  never  wed, 
There's  mony  a  broken  vow,  man." 
But  aye  he  fleeched  —  they  stept  aside. 
Wide  frae  the  trees  there  skreighed  to  chide 
Hooch,  hee  I  Hooch,  hee  ! 
Hooch,  heeze,  man  !  Heeze,  man.  hee  ! 
Sae  skreighed  the  fiddle-bow,  man. 
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(Stutitjimmct.) 

j^auft  mit  tcm  'iPHbel  bercintreteiib. 
lOerlaffen  I^ab'  id^  (^elt  unt)  '^uen, 
l^te  eine  tiefe  9iac^t  bebecft, 
SWit  a^nung«t>cUem,  ^eirgem  ©rauen 
3n  un«  tie  beffre  Seele  irerft, 
(Sntfcf>(afen  fint  nun  tDtfce  Sriebe, 
5Dttt  jebem  ungcftiimcn  X^un ; 
(S^  reget  fid)  tie  9}Jen[c^enliebe, 
^ie  Siebe  @otte§  regt  fid)  nun. 

<£e^  ru^ig,  l^utell  renne  nic^t  i)iu  unt)  reteber! 
?ln  ber  (2d)it(ene  wa«  fc^ncberft  tu  ^iev? 
Sege  bic^  ^intev  ten  Dfeu  nieber, 
SWein  befteS  itiffen  geb'  id)  tir. 
SKie  bu  bvaufeen  auf  beni  bevgigen  Sege 
©urc^  ^'iennen  unt  S^ringen  ergeljt  uni?  ^aft, 
<So  nimm  nun  auc^  con  miv  bie  'SPftege, 
3llg  ein  willfcmmnev  ftifler  ®aft. 

'^c^,  tt)enn  in  unfercv  engen  ^^lle 
3)ie  ^am^e  freunblid)  icieber  breunt, 
!l)ann  trivb'S  in  unferm  23ufen  f)elle, 
^m  ."perjen,  ta^  fic^  felber  fennt. 
35ernunfi  fcingt  reietev  an  ju  f^jrec^en, 
Unt  §offnung  irieter  an  ^u  b{iil)n ; 
Tlan  febnt  fic^  nad)  be§  Men§  33ac^en, 
^2ld)!  nad)  teg  I'ebenS  OueUe  I)in. 
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"FAUST."   Act  II.   Scene  IV. 

(Faust's  study.) 

FAtJST  entering  with  the  Poodle. 

Jiush'd  no^y,the  field  and  meadow  lies, 
Beneath  the  veil  of  deepest  night, 
And  solemn  thoughts  within  us  rise, 
Too  holy  for  the  garish  light. 
Calm  now  the  blood  that  wildly  ran, 
Asleep  the  hand  of  lawless  strife  ; 
Now  wakes  to  life  the  love  of  man, 
The  love  of  God  now  wakes  to  life. 

Quiet  thee,   poodle !   what  frets  thee  so, 

Running  and  sniffing  to  and  iro? 

Come,   couch  thee  down  upon  the  hearth, 

Thou  hast  a  comfortable  berth. 

And  as  without,   on  the  mountain-way, 

We  joy'd  to  see  thy  gambols  gay, 

So  here,   my  hospitable  care, 

A  quiet  guest,   and  welcome,   share. 

When,    in  our  narrow   cell  confined, 
The  friendly  lamp  begins  to  burn, 
Then  clearer  sees  the  thoughtful  mind, 
With   searching  looks  that  inward    turn. 
Bright  Hope  again  within  us  gleams, 
And  Reason's  voice  again  is  strong; 
We  thirst  for  life's  untroubled  streams^ 
For  the  pure  fount  of  life  we  long. 


48  3-  3B.  toon  @oetk. 

^'uurre  ntd^t,  ^nttV.  3ii  ^t^"  l^etligen  2:onen, 

®te  jetjt  meine  gan^c  ocef  umfaffen, 

333ifl  tev  tfjterifdye  \^aut  ntc^t  ^affeu. 

Sir  ftnt  getDol^nt,  baf?  bic  ?[l?eufd)en  t>er^o^nen, 

2Sa«  fie  ntc^t  wevfte^ii, 

3)a§  fie  »ov  bem  @uten  unt  Sd^oneu, 

3)a3  i^nen  oft  befc^tocvUc^  ift,  muvren ; 

2BiU  e«  tev  Apunt,  i»ie  fie,  befuuvren? 


5lber  ac^!  fd^ou  fill;!'  id),  bet  bem  feeften  SBitlen, 
58efviebigung  nid^t  ntel)V  ait«  bem  33ufen  quiUen. 
%btx  waruni  iiiii^  ber  <£trom  fo  batb  toerfiegen, 
Unb  »iv  t»teber  im  X)urfte  liegen? 

®at>on  ^ab'  id)  fo  »iel  Srfaljrung. 

jDod)  biefer  2)tangel  Ici^t  fid)  crfe^eit ; 

9Bir  lertien  bag  Ubevirbifd^e  fd)a^en, 

SBir  fet)nen  un8  nad)  Dffenbarung, 

jDie  nirgenbg  iDitrb'ger  unb  fc^cner  brennt, 

5118  in  bem  neuen  S^eftament. 

aJJid)  brangt'a,  ben  ©runbtej-t  auf5ufd^Iageu, 

Wit  reblic^em  @efii^t  cinmal 

jDa§  ^eilige  Original 

On  mein  geliefeteg  jDeutfd)  '^u  iibeitvagen : 

(@r  fd^ISgt  tin  25olum  auf  unb  fc^idt  fid;  an.) 
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Quiet  thee,    poodle  I    it  seems  not  well 

To  break,   with  thy  snarling,   the  holy  spell 

Of  my  soul's  music,   that  may  not  be 

With  bestial  sounds  in  harmony. 

We  are  Avell  used  that  men  despise 

What  to  see  they  have  no  eyes, 

And  murmur  in  their  peevish  mood 

Against  the  beautiful  and  good ; 

Belike  the  cur,   as  curs  are  they, 

Thus  growls  and  snarls  his  bliss   away  I 

But,    alas  I   already  I  feel  it  well. 

No  more  may  peace  within  this  bosom  dwell. 

Why  must  the  stream  so  soon  dry  up. 

And  I  lie  panting  for  the  cup 

That  mocks  my  thirst)'  lips  so  often  ?  why 

Drink    pleasures     shallow    fount,    when     scarce     yet 

tasted,   dry? 
Yet  is  this  evil   not  without  remeid  : 
We  long  for  heavenly  food  to  feed 
Our  heaven-born  spirit,   and  our  heart,    now  bent 
On  things  divine,   to  revelation  turns. 
Which   nowhere  worthier  or  i)urer  burns. 
Than  in  the  holy  Testament. 
I  feel  strange  impulse   in  my  soul 
The  sacred  volume  to  unroll, 
With  pious  purpose,    once  for  all, 
The  holy  Greek  Original 
Into  my  honest  German  to  translate. 

{He  opens  the  Bible,  and  begins  to  read.) 
OoLDscHMiDT,  German  Poetry.  4 


50  3.  333.  ten  ®cctt)e. 


©efc^viekn  fte^t :   „3m  '3lnfang  irar  baS  SBort!" 

,^ter  ftorf'  id)  fd)Dn!  2BtT  (jtlft  mir  iveitev  [ort? 

3c^  fann  ba«  Sort  fo  ^odj  unmijglid)  fd^dtjen, 

3c^  mu^  e§  anterS  itberfetjen, 

25?enn  id)  »om  (Seifte  rec^t  erlcuc^tet  6iu. 

®efd)rietcn  ftel)t:  im  5hifang  \Max  ber  <Sinn: 

^Sefcenfe  »o^I  fcie  evfte  3^ile, 

!Da^  beinc  t^eber  fic^  nid^t  itbereile! 

Q\t  e«  bcv  ®inn,  fcer  atle6  trirft  unb  fdjafft? 

(S«  foflte  ftef)n:  im  2lnfang  t»ar  bic  ^raft. 

"^06:},  au^  inbem  id^  biefe^  nieberfd^reifee, 

(gd^on  wavnt  mid)  trag,  bap  ic^  babei  nic^t  feleifce. 

2J?ir  I)ilft  bev  @eift!  5luf  einmal  fel)'  id)  'Jtati). 

Unb  fd^reifc'  getroft:  im  3lnfang  wax  bie  S^at! 


SoU  id)  mit  bir  bag  3'"^'"^^"  t^eilen, 

^ubel,  [o  (aj^  ba^  §eulen, 

2)0  ia^  bag  33eIIen! 

®o(c^  cinen  ftorenbeu  ©efeHen 

2)?ag  id)  uic^t  in  ber  ^ici^e  leiben. 

Siner  »on  ung  Beiben 

3)?ug  bie  B'^tte  meiben. 

Ungern  f)e6'  id)  bag  ©aftrec^t  auf, 

®ie  S^ur'  ift  offen,  l)aft  freien  ?auf. 

2i6ev  tt)ag  mu§  id)  fef;en ! 


PROF.     BLACKIE.  51 

"In  the  beginning  was  the  Word."  Stops  here 

In  ipso  limine  my  course?  In  vain 

I  seek  this  mystic  symbol  to  explain, 

Unless  some  god  my  inward  vision  clear.  . 

The  naked  word  I  dare  not  prize  so    high,    ' 

I  must  translate  it  differently. 

If  by  the  Spirit  I  am  rightly  taught. 

"In  the  beginning  of  all  things  was  Thought." 

The  first  line  let  me  ponder  well, 

Lest  my  pen  outstrip  my  sense ; 

Is  it  thought  wherein  doth  dwell 

All-creative  Omnipotence? 

I  change  the  phrase,   and  safelier  write, 

In  the  beginning  there  was  Might. 

But  even  here  methinks  some  warning  voice 

Makes  me  to  waver  in  my   choice  — 

At  length,   at  length  the  Spirit   helps  my  need! 

I  write,   "In  the  beginning  was  the  Deed!" 

Wilt  thou  share  the  room  with  me. 
Poodle,   thou  must  qoiiet  be. 
Thou  must  cease    thy  snarls    and  howls, 
And  keep  for  other  place  thy  growLs. 
Such  a  noisy  inmate  may 
Not  my  studious  leisure  cumber ; 
You  or  I,   without  delay, 
Restless  cur,  must  leave  the  chamber! 
Not  willingly   from  thee  I  take 
The  right  of  hospitality, 
But  if  thou  wilt  my  quiet  break, 

4* 


52 


3.  3B.  won  ©oct^c. 


^ann  t)a«  natiivlid)  gefc^e^en? 

3ft  e«  ©c^atten?  tft'§  2Bir!tid)!cit« 

2Bie  Wirt)  meiu  ^i^ubel  tang  unt  fereit!  " 

©r  ^ebt  fid?  mit  ©etwalt, 

3)a«  ift  ni(^t  eiuc§  .<punl5e«  ©eftdt! 

2Beld)  ein  ®ef^)enft  brad)t'  i^  in«  §auS! 

©d)on  fiet^t  ev  wie  ein  ^Ulpfcrt  au8, 

gjiit  fenvigen  lugen,  fd?vcc!ad>em  ©efeife. 

D :  'Du  bift  mil-  getuif^ ! 

^nx  folc^e  \^aiht  ^oUenferut 

3ft  (Salomoni«  (2d)mfjel  gut. 


(Scifter  auf  bcm  ©angc. 

^rinnen  gefangcn  ift  einer! 

SBtctbct  ^ufeen,  fotg   i^m  !einer ! 

2Sie  im  @ifen  t)er  ?5u^8, 

3agt  ein  alter  ^i3aenlud)g. 

2tber  gefet  %d}t\ 

(Sc^twebet  ^in,  fd^webet  wiefeet, 

2luf  unt)  nietoer, 

Unt)  er  i)at  ficfe  toggemad^t. 


PROF.     BLACKIE.  53 

Seek  other  quarters  —  thou  hast  exit  free. 

But  what  must  I   see  I 

What  vision  strange 

Beyond  the  powers 

Of  Nature's  range  ! 

Am  I  awake,   or  bound  with  a  spell? 

How   wondrously  the  brute  doth   swell  I 

Long  and  broad 

Uprises  he, 

In  a  form  that  no  form 

Of  a  dog  may  be  ! 

What  spectre  brought   I  into  my  house? 

He  stands  already,   with  glaring   eyes. 

And  teeth  in  grinning  ranks  that  rise, 

Large  as  a  hippopotamus  I 

O  !   I  have  thee  now  ! 

For  such  half-brood  of  hell  as  thou 

The  key  of  Solomon  the  Avise 

Is  surest  charm  to  exorcise. 

Spirits  in  t?ie  passage  without. 

Brother  spirits,   have  a  care  ! 

One  within   is  prisoner ; 

Follow  him  none!  —  for  he  doth  quail 

Like  a  fox,   trap-caught  by  the  tail. 

But  let  us  watch ! 

Hover  here,  hover  there, 

Up  and  down  amid  the  air ; 

For  soon  this  sly  old  lynx  of  hell 

Will  tear  him  free,   and  all  be  well. 


54  3-  293.  toon  Ooctbe. 

^ijnnt  i^r  itim  nii^en, 
^a^t  t^n  ntd)t  ft^en! 
2)enn  er  tljat  uitS  2llleu 
<B6)on  toiet  ju  ©efatten. 

gauft. 

(grft  5U  begegnen  tent  Sl^ievc, 
58rau^'  i(^  ten  S^rud)  t)er  35teve: 

(Salamaubev  foil  gliiVn, 

Unbene  fic^'tuinten, 

®i)(V^e  t)erfd)tDintcit, 

.<^'obolt  fid)  ntii^en : 

3Ber  fie'uidjt  femite, 
jDie  (Slenieute, 
3^re  traft 
Unt  (gtgenfc^aft, 
aBare  fein  a«eifter 
UBev  bie  ©etftev. 

^BerfdnDinD'  in  glamntcu, 

®alamant)cv ! 

9taufd)enti  flief^e  ;^ufanimcn, 

Untene  1 

?eud)t'  in  5!)leteoren=3c^i5ne, 

(St)l))t)e! 

58ring  ^du^lic^e  §iilfe, 

3fncubn8!  3ncubu8 ! 

Xtitt  I^evfor  unt)  mac^e  ben  ©d^Ut^ ! 


PKOF.    BliACKIE.  55 

Let  us  wait,   a  faithful  crew, 

Here  to  do  him  service  true  ! 

Who  so  oft  hath  served  our  pleasure 

Pay  him  back  with  brimming  measure  ! 

FAUST. 

First  let  the  charm  of  the  elements  four 
The  nature  of  the  brute  exjilore. 

Let  the  Salamander  gloAV, 

Undene  twist  her  crested  wave, 

Silphe  into  ether  flow, 

And  Kobold  vex  him,    drudging  slave! 

Whoso  knows  not 
The  elements  four, 
Their  quality, 
And  hidden  power, 
In  the  magic  art 
Hath  he  no  part. 

Melting  in  flames  glow 

Salamander  ! 

Rushing  in  waves  flow 

Undene  ! 

Shine  forth  in  meteor-beauty 

Silphe  ! 

Work  thy  domestic  duly 

Incubus  Incubus  I 

Step  forth  and  finish  the    spell. 


56  3-  S3?.  i>pn  ®oett>e. 

^eineg  ber  S5tere 

(Sterft  in  bent  3;^^ierc. 

(S§  Uegt  ganj  ru^ig,  unb  grinft  mi(^  an 

^&f  ^afe'  i^m  nod)  ntc^t  t»e^  getl^an. 

®u  foKft  mid)  ^oren 

<2tdrfer  befci^njoren : 


S3ift  bn,  ©efeEe, 
@in  i^tiid^tling  ber  ^oUt'^ 
So  fiet)  bte6  3eicf)en- 
!l?em  fie  fiA  beugen, 
^ie  f(i^toar5en  Sdjaaren ! 


<2c^on  f^teiUt  e«  auf  niit  borftigen  §aaren. 


SSern)orfne«  2Befen ! 

,tannft  bn  i^n  (efen, 

Den  nie  entfpro^nen 

llnanggefprod)nen, 

2)nrd)  alie  .f)imme(  gegoj^nen, 

grecentlid)  bnrd)ftod)nen  ? 


Winter  ben  Dfen  gebannt, 
©d^toiUt  e«  vak  ein  S(e^)t)ant, 


PKOi\    BLACK  IE.  ,  57 

None  of  the  four 

In  the  brute  doth  dwell. 

It  lies  unmoved,   and  grins  at  my  spell; 

Not  yet  I  made  it  feel  the  pain. 

With   a  stronger  charm 

Thou  shalt  hear  me  again. 

Art  thou  a  fugitive 

Urchin  of  hell? 

So  yield  thee  at  length 

To  this  holiest  spell  t 

Bend  thee  this  sacred 

Emblem  before, 

Which  the  powers  of  darkness 

Trembling  adore. 

Already  he  swells  up  with  bristling  hair. 

Can'st  thou  read   it, 

The  holy  sign, 

Reprobate  spirit. 

The  emblem  divine? 

The  unbegotten, 

Whom  none  can  name, 

Whose  word  did  the  world's 

Infinity  frame, 

Yet  to  death  submitted 

Of  sin  and  of  shame? 

Now  behind  the  stove  he  lies, 

And  swells  him  up  to  an  elephant's  size, 


58  3.  2B.  \.mi  ©oet^e. 

3)en  ganjen  dtanm  fuHt  e8  an, 

(S«  toill  juin  9^efeel  ^evftie^en. 

(Steige  nic^t  jur  5)edfe  l)inan! 

?ege  t)t(^  ju  beS  9)leifter§  gu^en ! 

!iDu  fief) ft,  ta§  tc^  nid)t  toergefcenS  bvo'^e. 

3;d^  terfenge  tJtc^  mit  f)ei(tger  ^oi;e! 

@rh)arte  nid^t 

jDq'S  breinmi  glil^ente  ?td;t! 

(Smarte  nic^t 

3)ie  flarffte  »on  meinen  ^iinften! 

(9Re^)l^ifto^3^ele§  tritt,  inbem  bcv  9iebcl  faltt,  gcflctbct  unc  ein 
fa^venbcv  @c^o{afticui<,  I^intei  bem  Ofen  t)evtoov.) 


i:u$:  „^m\V' 


©ciftcr. 

5d)tt)iut)et,  ii}x  bunfelu 
3BoIt)ungen  brofcen! 
9Jet5ent)er  fd)aue 
i^reunbUd)  ber  fckue 
3let^er  herein! 
SSarcn  bie  bunfein 
SBoIfen  jeiTonnenl 
(Sternlein  funfeln, 


PKOF.     BLACKIK.  59 

And  seems  as   if  he  would  fill  the  room, 

And  melt  into  a  cloud  away.. 

Down,   proud-  spirit,   downAvard  come  I 

And  at  thy  master's  feet  thee  lay ! 

In  vain,   in  vain,   thou   seek'st  to  turn  thee. 

With  an   holy  fire  I  burn  thee  I 

Wait  not,   spirit,   wait  not  till 

My  triple-flame  I  spread  around  thee  I 

Wait  not  till  my  magic  skill 

With  its  mightiest  spell  hath  bound  thee  I 

[TJie   clouds   vanish,    and    31  ej)hisf oj) holes    conies    for- 
ward from   behind  the  fire-place,    drest   like   an   itinerant 
sclioolmaster .] 


"FAUST."  Act  II.   Scene  V. 
Translated  by  Dr    John  Anster. 


Sjtirits  sin</. 

Vanish,   dark  arches, 

That  over  us  bend, 
Let  the  blue  sky  in   beauty 

Look  in  like  a  iriend. 
Oh,   that  the  black  clouds 

Asunder  were   riven, 
That  the  small  stars  were  brightening 

All  through  the  wide  heaven  I 


60  3.  35?-  iM>"  ®oet^e. 

Sd^etnen  bavein. 
.Npimmlifdjer  ©ol^ne 
©eiftige  ®d)one, 
®d)wanfente  33eugung 
(Sd)^^^^  i^criibcr, 
(Se^nente  9?eigung 
?fclget  t)tnuber; 
Unt  ber  @etr>anber 
^"^lattevntie  33dnber 
®eden  bic  ^anber, 
!De(fen  bie  Saube, 
aSo  ftrt)  fitrg  Men, 
lief  in  ©ebanfen, 
^iefeenbe  gefeen. 
Saube  bet  ?aufce ! 
(Sproffenbc  9?anten! 
Saftenbe  !Iraube 
Stiirjt  ing  33e^tter 
X)rdngcnbev  belter, 
©ti'trjcn  in  33ac^en 
®d)dumenbe  2Beine, 
!r}iiefeln  bitrd)  rcine, 
(Sble  ©efteinc, 
Saffen  bie  §c^en 
.spintcr  fid)  liegen, 
58reiten  §u  Seen 
(2ic^  umg  ©eniigen 
/   ©riinenber  ^n^d 
Unb  bag  ©efliigel 


Br.    JOHN    ANSTER.  61 

And  look  at  them   smiling 

And  sparkling  in  splendour, 
Suns,    but  with  glory 

More  placid    and  tender : 
Children   of  heaven, 

In  spiritual  beauty, 
Descending,   and  bending 

With  billowy   motion, 

Downward  are  thronging, 
Willing  devotion 

Flowing  to   meet  them, 
Loving  hearts  longing, 

Sighing  to  greet  them. 
O'er  field  and  o'er  flower, 

In  bank  and  in  bower, 
The  folds  of  their  bright  robes 

In  breezy  air  streaming. 
Where  loving  ones  living 

In  love's   thoughtful    dreaming, 
Their  fond  hearts  are  giving 

For  ever  away. 
Bower  on  bower. 

Tendril  and  flower; 
Clustering  grapes, 

The  vine's  purple  treasure, 
Have  fallen  in  the  wine- vat, 

And  bleed  in   its  pressure  — 
Foaming  and  steaming,   the  new  wine   is  streaming, 
Over  agate  and  amethyst. 

Rolls  from  its  fountain. 


62  3.  S.  luni  ©cetbe. 

Sd)lurfet  fid)  Sonne, 
g^Ueget  fcev  Sonne, 
(^(teget  ten  tiellen 
3nfeln  entgegen, 
3)te  fid)  auf  SeUen 
©aufeto  betregen; 
So  »ir  in  Sloven 
3aitd)3ent)e  ()oven, 
Uebev  t»en  3(uen 
Sanjenfce  fd)anen, 
"Die  fic^  im  j^reien 
5lC(e  jcrftreuen. 
(Sinige  flimnieu 
Ueber  bte  §of)en, 
Slntere  fc^ittmnten 
Uefeev'bie  Seen, 
Slntere  fc^treben; 
SlUe  5um  ?eben, 
5ine  jur  ^erne 
Sie!6entcr  Sterne, 
Seliger  §ult. 


DR.    JOHN    ANSTER.  63 

Leaving  behind  it 

Meadow  and  mountain, 
And  the  hill-slopes    smile  greener,    far  down  where 

it  breaks 
Into  billowy  streamlets,   or  lingers  in  lakes. 
And  the  winged  throng,   drinking  deep  of  delight 
From  the  rivers  of  joy,   are  pursuing  their  flight. 

Onward  and   onward, 

Wings  steering  sun- ward. 
Where  the  br4ght  islands,  with  magical  motion. 
Stir  with  the  waves  of  the  stirring  ocean. 
Where  we  hear  'em  shout  in  chorus, 
Or  see  'em  dance  on  lawns  before  us, 
As  over  land  or  over  waters 
Chance  the  idle  parties  scatters. 
Some  upon  the  far  hills  gleaming, 
Some  along  the  bright  lakes  streaming, 
Some  their  forms  in  air  suspending, 
Float  in  circles  never-ending. 
The  one  spirit  of  enjoyment 
Aim,   and  impulse,   and  employment; 
All  would  breathe  in  the  far  distance 
Life,  free  life  of  full  existence 
With  the  gracious  stars  above  them, 
Smiling  down  to  say  they  love  them. 


64  3-  3S.  ton  ®oetk. 


^it0:  „3fattft." 


Mnb  ©c^Iag  auf  ®c[)lag* 
2Bevb'  ic^  jum  2(ugenbtt(fe  fagen : 
S3ert»etle  boc^!  bu  Btft  fo  fc^on!  — 
®ann  magft  bu  mid)  in  %e\\dn  f^kgeii, 
jDann  iDttl  ic^  gern  511  ©runbe  ge^n  I 
!Dann  mag  bie  Sobtengtocfe  fc^aUcn, 
jDann  fetft  bu  beineg  jDtenfteS  fret, 
3)te  Vl^r  mag  ftel;n,  bev  B^is^r  faClen, 
S«  fet  bie  S^it  filr  mi(i^  »orbei! 


3Balb  unb  §o^k. 

(£rf)afcner  ®eift,  bu  gafeft  mir,  gaSft  miv  aUc^, 
3Barum  ic^  feat.     1)u  ^aft  mir  nid)t  umfonft 
1)eiu  3lnge[id)t  im  ^euer  jugewenbet. 
Oabft  mir  bie  t;errlic^e  SJatur  ^um  ^onigreicfe, 
^aft,  fie  ju  fuf)ten,  5U  genie^en.     ^iift 


PKOF.    BLAlCKIE.  65 


TAUST."  Act  II.   Scene  VI. 


When  to  the  moment  I  shall  say, 

Stay,  thou  art  so  lovely,   stay ! 

Then  with  thy  fetters  bind  me  round, 

Then  perish  I  with  cheerful  glee  ! 

Then  may  the  knell  of  death  resound. 

Then  from  thy  service  art  thou  free ! 

The  clock  may  stand, 

And  the  falling  hand 

Mark  the  time  no  more  for  me  ! 


"FAUST."  Act  IV.  Scene  III. 

Wood  and  Cavern. 

FAUST,    (alone) 

Spirit  Supreme !   thou  gav'st  me  —  gav'st  me  all, 
For  which  I  asked  thee.  Not  in  vain  hast  thou 
Turned  toward  me  thy  countenance  in  fire. 
Thou  gavest  me  wide  Nature  for  my  kingdom, 
And  power  to  feel  her,   to  enjoy  her.   Not 
Cold-wond'ring  visit  only  gav'st  thou  me, 

GoLoscHMiDT ,  German  Poetry.  .5 


66  3.  SS.  i^on  (Soet^e. 

^alt  ftaunenben  Sefud)  ertaubft  fcu  nur, 

SSergonneft  mir  in  iijre  tiefe  SBvuft, 

2Bie  in  ten  Sufen  eineS  i^reunfcS,  ju  f^auen. 

SDu  fiiljrft  tie  9?eit)e  t?er  Sebenfcigen 

S3or  mir  uorbei,  unb  le'^xft  mid)  meinc  ^Bruber 

Sm  ftiUen  33ufd),  in  Suft  unt)  Staffer  fennen.    . 

Unt  ir'enn  ter  Sturm  im  SBalbe  brauft  unb  fnarrt, 

'^k  9iiefenfid)tc  fturjenb  9iac^fcardfte 

Unb  ^Jad^barftamme  quetfdjenb  nieberftreift, 

Unt  itjrem  g^aU  bumpf  t;Dl}(  ber  §iigel  bonnert, 

®ann  fiiljrft  bu  mid)  jur  fid)crn  ^cijk,  jeigft 

3Kic^  bann  mir  felfeft,  unb  meiner  eignen  ^ruft 

©e^eime  tiefe  3Bunber  ijffnen  fid). 

Unt  fteigt  wor  meinem  53Ud  ber  reine  2)?onb 

SBefanftigenb  ^eriiber,  fcfilreben  mir 

SSon  gtlfennjanben,  an?  bem  fcuc^ten  23nfd) 

®er  33orn3ett  filberne  ©eftalten  auf, 

Unb  linbefn  ber  58etrad)tung  ftrenge  Suft. 

£)  ba§  bem  3[Renfd)en  nid)tg  23onfommne§  n)irb, 
(Smvfinb'  id)  nun.     3)u  gabft  .^u  biefer  SSonne, 
^ie  mid)  ben  ©ottern  nai)  unb  naf)er  bringt, 
9)?ir  ben  @efaf)rten,  ben  id)  fd)cn  nid)t  me^r 
(Sntbe^ren  !ann,  luenn  er  gleid),  !a(t  unb  fred), 
2Kid)  »or  mir  felbft  erniebrtgt,  unb  ^u  ^idjt^, 
Wit  einem  2Bortf)aud),  beine  @aben  ttjanbelt. 
(Sr  fad)t  in  meiner  33ruft  ein  n)i(be8  ^^euer 
9ilad|  jenem  fc^bnen  S3ilb  gefd)aftig  an. 
<Bc  tauml'  id^  t)on  Segierbe  ^u  @enu§, 
Unb  im  ®enu§  cerfc^mac^t'  id)  nac^  23egierbe. 


PROF.    BLACKIK.  67 

But  ev'n  into  her  bosom's  depth  to  look, 
As  it  might  be  the  bosom  of  a  friend. 
The  row  of  living  things  thou  mad'st  to  pass 
Before  mine  eyes,   my  brethren  mad'st  me  know 
In  silent  bush,    in  water,   and  in  air. 
And  when  the  storm  loud  blustereth,   and  raves 
Through  the  dark  forest,   and  the  giant-pine, 
Down-tumbling,  tears  with  it  the  neighbour-branches 
And  neighbour-stems  flat-strewn  upon  the  ground. 
And  to  their  fall  the  hollow  mountain  thunders ; 
Then  dost  thou  guide  me  to  the  cave  where  safe 
I  learn  to  know  myself,   and  from  my  breast 
Deep  and  mysterious  wonders  are  unfolded. 
Then  mounteth  the  full  moon  into  my  view 
With  softening  brightness ;   hovering  before  me 
From  rocky  wall,   from  humid  brake,    arise 
The  silver  shapes  of  times  by-gone,    and  soothe 
The  painful  pleasure  of  deep-brooding  thought. 

Alas  !   that  man  enjoys  no  perfect  bliss, 
I  feel  it  now.   Thou  gav'st  me  with  this  joy. 
Which  brings  me  near  and  nearer  to  the  Gods, 
A  fellow,    whom  I  cannot  do  without; 
Though,    cold  and  heartless,    he  debases  me 
Before  myself,   and,    with  a  single  breath. 
Blows  all  the  bounties  of  thy  love  to  nought. 
Within  my  breast  a  raging  fire  he  fans 
For  that  fair  image,    busy  to  do  ill. 
Thus  reel  I  from  desire  on  to  enjoyment. 
And  in  enjoyment  languish  for  desire. 


CO  3.  3B.  v>ou  ®oetbe. 


@vctcf)cui<  @tuk. 
©vetd^cu  am  i2))iumabc  allcin. 

Jleiue  9iuV  ift  l)in, 
mtm  ipevs  ift  fd)»ev; 
3cl)  finte  fie  nimmev 
Untt  nimmermc^r. 

aBo  id)  it)n   nid^t  IjaV, 
3ft  miv  tag  ®vat, 
1)ic  ganje  2Belt 
3ft  mir  oergattt. 

iflftein  armer  ao^>t 
3ft  miv  wevriidt, 
a)Jein  avmer  (Sinn 
3ft  mil-  jevftiicft. 

9)kine  ^JJul;'  ift  l)iu, 
SDiein  ^erj  ift  fd)»ev ; 
3d)  finte  fie  nimmev 
Unl?  nimmevmel)v. 

yjad)  il)m  nuv  fd)au'  id) 
3um  (^enftev  ^inau8, 
9kd)  il)m  nuv  gel)'  id) 
5lug  tem  C>au§- 
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"FAUST."   Act  IV.   Scene  IV. 

Translated  by  Peter  Gardner. 

Margaret's  Room. 

(maegaket  alone,   at  a  spinning-wheel.) 

My  peace  is  gane, 

My  heart  is  sair, 
111   be  mysel  never   — 

Ah  !   neverrtiair. 

Where  I  na'   hae  him 

To  me's  the  grave ; 
A'  the  warl's  bitter, 

Sae  sweet  to  the  lave. 

My  puir  head  stounds, 

A  madd'nin'  pain 
Is  life  in   my  soul. 

Is  thocht  on  my  brain. 

My  peace  is  gane, 

My  heart  is  sair; 
Rest  find  I  nae  way 

An'  nevermair. 

I  look  frae  the  window 

For  him  alane, 
Savin'  him,  frae  the  house 

I  gang  for  nane. 
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<3ein  Ijo'^er  @ang, 
©etn'  et)Ie  ©eftatt, 
(Seine§  9)?unt)e§  Sad)etn, 
(Seiner  5lugen  ©etixitt, 

lint)  feiner  ^Ketc 
3aufcerftu^, 
®etn  §dntet)vn(f, 
Unb  ad)  I  fein  fu^!' 

gjieine  ^^uV  ift  ^in, 
mm  iperj  ift  fdjiuet: 
3d)  fintic  fie  nimmer 
Unt  ninmierme^v. 

a)iein  58ufen  tvangt 
<2td;  nad)  i^m  ^in; 
%d),  fcitrft'  id)  faff  en 
Unfc  f)aUen  it)n! 

Unb  fiiffen  il)n, 
®o  tvie  id)  njoUt', 
'In  feinen  Sliiffen 
93erget>en  foUtI 
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His  braw,   braw  form, 

His  step  sae  free, 
His  lauchin'  mou  , 

The  micht  o'  his  e'e. 

His  glamourin'  words, 

Their  flow  o'  bliss  — 
The  grip  o'  his  fingers, 

An'  oh  I   his  kiss. 

My  peace   is  gane. 

My  heart  is  sair ; 
Rest  find  I  nae  way 

An'  nevermair. 

My  bosom  fills 

For  him  awa'. 
Oh  !   micht  I  clasp  him, 

Mine  ain  an'  mine  a'  I 

An'  kiss,   kiss,  kiss  him, 

I'm  fain  for  sic  bliss ; 
An'  kissin,   an'  kissin', 

I'd  dee  on  his  kiss. 
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3Cu5:  „3fauft." 

Bwiuger. 

(3n  tct  aWauttljc^lc  tin  3lll^ld)t*lMl^  tor  Mater  dolorosa,  iBlumcnlrujt  t«»ct)- 

@  V  e  t  d;  e  It 

(tlccft  frifdjt  SBlumcn  in  tic  Aruge). 

2,^  neige, 

S)ein  2lntU^  flnacig  meiner  ^fiotV- 


Wit  taufent)  (Sd^merjeu 

33(irfft  auf  311  fceine§  ®o^ne«  3:ob. 


3um  Skater  blirfft  bu, 

Unt)  Seufjer  fcf)i#  fcu 

c^limuf  urn  feirt'  unb  teine  9?otI). 

S3Ber  fit^let, 

j^er  Sc^mer3  "^^^  i"^  @e6etn? 
2Bag  tnetn  armeg  ^t^^^S  ^i^r  feanget, 
Sa§  e8  fitter! ,  wag  tjerlanget, 
2Bet^t  nur  fcu,  nur  fcu  aUein! 
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"FAUST."   Act  IV.   Scene  VII. 

An  enclosed  area. 

(In  a  niche   of  the  wall  an  image  of  the  Mater  dolorosa,  with  flower- 
jugs  before  it.) 

MARGARET. 

(Placing  fresh  flowers  in  the  jugs.) 

0  mother  rich  in  sorrows, 

Bend  down  to  hear  my  cry ! 
O  bend  thee,  gracious  mother, 

To  soothe  mine  agony  ! 

Thy  heart  with  swords  is  pierced, 

And  tears  are  in  thine  eye, 
Because  they  made  thy  dear  Son 

A  cruel  death  to  die. 

Thou  lookest  up  to  heaven, 

And  deeply  thou  dost  sigh  ; 
His  God  and  thine  beholds  thee 

And  soothes  thine  agony. 

Oh !   who  can  know 

What  bitter  woe 
Doth  pierce  me  sharply  now? 

The  fear,   the  anguish  of  my  heart. 
Its  every  pang,   its  every  smart, 

Know'st  thou,   and  only  thou. 
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SBo^tn  tc^  tmmev  gcl^e, 
3Bie  XDC^,  \vk  i»el),  tine  »e^e 
2Birt)  mtr  im  SBufen  l^iev ! 
M)  Bin,  a(^!  taum  alletne, 
3cl?  tuein',  id)  ivein',  id)  wetne, 
®a«  ^erj  jerbrid)!  in  mir. 

3)te  ©c^erben  oor  mctnem  j^enftcr 
Set^ut'  id)  mit  2;i)ranen,  ad)  I 
2lt§  ic^  am  frii'^cn  SOZorgen 
jDir  biefe  33Iunien  fcrac^. 

©d^ien  ^ett  in  meine  hammer 
jDie  (Sonne  fvu^  ^erauf, 
(5q§  id)  in  aHcm  3antmcv 
3n  meincm  33ett'  fd)on  auf. 

§ilf!  rette  mid)  t?on  Od^mad)  unb  Zo'd 

'^i)  neige, 

jDu  ®d)mer5enreid)c, 

'2)ein  5lntli^  giiflt)ig  meiner  9ioti) ! 
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And  wheresoe'er  1  wend  me, 

What  woes,  what  woes  attend  me, 

And  how  my  bosom  quakes  I 
And  when  alone  I  find  me, 

With  weeping,    weeping,   weeping, 
My  heart  for  sorrow  breaks. 

These  flowers,   I  pluck'd  this  morrow 

For  thee,   at  break  of  day, 
I  dew'd  with  tears  of  sorrow, 

O  wipe  them  thou 'away! 

And  ere  the  morn's  first  sunbeam 

Into  my  room  was  shed, 
I  sat  in  deepest  anguish. 

And  watch'd  ui)on  my  bed. 

O  save  me,  Mother  of  Sorrows! 

Unto  my  prayer  give  heed, 
By  all  the  wounds  that  pierce  thee, 

O  save  me  in  my  need ! 

J.  S.  Blackie. 
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^arsgebtrg.    ©cgenb  ton  Sc^ivfe  unb  @(enb. 

gaup,   2«e^^ifto^^c(eg,  3vvnd;t  tm  SBcd^felgefang. 

3n  tie  Sraunu  unb  3^iife^'^fp^^e 
®tnb  toir,  fci^eint  e§,  elnge^angen. 
M^x'  un8  gut  unb  mad;'  bir  (gi>ve, 
2)ag  i»tr  DornjcirtiS  balb  gelangen, 
3n  ben  tuetten,  oben  9faumen! 

®e^'  bte  S3aume  Ijtnter  Saumcn, 
Sie  fie  frf^neU  ooriibcr  viicfen, 
Unb  bte  Mpptn,  bte  fid)  fciicfen, 
Unb  bie  langen  ^elfennafen, 
2Bie  fie  fd)navd)en,  »ie  fie  felafen ! 


3)urd)  bte  Stetne,  burd}  ben  &Jafen 
(Silet  33ac^  unb  SBad)(ein  nteber. 
§cr'  id)  9?aufd)en?  pr'  id)  Steber? 
C)ijr'  id*  i)o(be  ?te6e8f(age, 
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"FAUST." 

Translated  by  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley. 

Scene.  —  May-Day-Night.  Tlie  Hartz  Mountain, 
a  desolate  Country.     « 

FAIT8T,  MEPHISTOPHELES,  awc?  IGNIS-FATUUS  in  alternate 
Chorus. 

The  limits  of  the  sphere  of  dream, 

The  bounds  of  true  and  false,   are  past. 

Lead  us  on,  thou  wandering  Gleam, 
Lead  us  onward  far  and  fast. 

To  the  wide,  the  desert  waste. 

But  see,  how  swift  advance  and  shift 
Trees  behind  trees,  row  by  row,   — 
»  How,  clift  by  clift,   rocks  bend  and  lift 

Their  frowning  foreheads  as  we  go. 

The  giant-snouted  crags,  ho  !   ho  ! 
How  they  snort,   and  how  they  blow  ! 

Through  the  mossy  sods  and  stones, 

Stream  and  streamlet  hurry  down, 

*  A  rushing  throng !   A  sound  of  song 

Beneath  the  vault  of  Heaven   is  blown  I 

Sweet  notes  of  love,  the  speaking  tones 

Of  this  bright  day,   sent  down  to  say 
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8ttmmen  jener  iptmmelgtage  ? 
35}a§  »lr  ^offen,  \m§  toir  Uefcen! 
Unfc  fcaS  (Sc^o,  loie  tie  Sage 
2llter  3^iten,  pallet  njteber. 


U^u!  ®c^ul)u!  tont  eg  natter; 

tauj  unt)  J?t6t(3  unt)  ter  ipa^ev, 

®int)  fie  aUe  wad)  geblieben'^ 

eint)  fcaiS  9KoId)c  burd)«  ©eftvaud^e? 

i'ange  33eiiie,  bide  53aud)e ! 

Unb  bie  SBurjeln,  loie  bte  ®d)Iangen, 

SBinben  fid;  au§  %c\Q  unb  ®anbe, 

©tverfen  iDunbcrlid)e  8anbe, 

Un8  3U  fci^vecfen,  un§  5U  fangen ; 

^2lu8  klebtcn  bevben  9J?afcrn 

©treden  fie  '^^oti^penfafevn 

'^aif  bem  233anbrer.     Unb  bie  SWaufe 

2;aufenbfar6ig,  fd)aaventi3eife 

!Durc^  baS  9)foo§  unb  burd}  bie  ^aibe! 

Unb  bie  i^unfcntDiirnicr  ftiegen, 

9)?it  gebrangten  (Sd)n3drme=3ugen, 

3um  fern^irrenben  @e(eite. 
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That  Paradise  on  Earth  is  known, 

Resound  around,   beneath,  above ; 
All  we  hope  and  all  we  love 

Finds  a  voice  in  this  blithe  strain, 
Which   wakens  hill  and   wood  and  rill. 

And  vibrates  far  o'er  field  and  vale, 
And  which  Echo,   like  the  tale 

Of  old  times,   repeats  again. 


To-whoo  !   to-whoo !   near,  nearer  now 

The  sound  of  song,  the  rushing  throng! 
Are  the  screech,   the  lapwing,  and  the  jay. 

All  awake  as  if  'twere  day? 
See,   with  long  legs  and  belly  wide,  . 

A  salamander  in  the  brake! 
Every  root  is  like  a  snake, 

And  along  the  loose  hill  side, 
With   strange  contortions  through  the  night, 

Curls,   to  seize  or  to  affright; 
And  animated,  strong,  and  many. 

They  dart  forth  polypus-antennae, 
To  blister  with  their  poison  spume 

The  wanderer.    Through  the  dazzling  gloom 
The  many-coloured  mice  that  thread 

The  dewy  turf  beneath   our  tread. 
In  troops  each  other's  motions  cross. 

Through  the  heath  and  through  the  moss ; 
And  in  legions  intertangled, 

The  fire-flies  flit,    and  swarm,   and  throng, 
Till  all  the  mountain-depths  are  spangled. 
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2lber  fag'  mtr,  oh  t»tr  fteljeu, 
J  £)t5er  oi)  irir  tDeiter  Qd)m'( 

3llle§,  alleg  fd^etnt  ju  Drel;en, 
t^elg  unt)  Saume,  fcie  @efi*tev 
Sc^netben,  unt  tie  trven  ?ic^ter, 
®te  ft(i^  me^ren,  fcie  ficf)  Bladen. 


3fu0:  „^n«ft" 


ilDenn  fid^  lau  tie  Sitfte  fiiUeii 
Urn  ben  griinumfi^rdnhen  ^laix, 
(Siige  ®iifte,  9iebelpaen 
Senft  tie  3)ammevung  ^evau : 
Sifpelt  leife  fu^en  grieten, 
2Biegt  ta8  ^erj  in  ttntegru^', 
Unt  ten  ^ugen  tiefeg  9JJuten 
(5d;lie§t  te8  Za^t^  ^fortc  ju! 
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Tell  me,   shall  we  go  or  stay? 
Shall  we  onward  ?    Come  along ! 

Eveiything  around  is  swept 
Forward,   onward,   far  away ! 

Trees  and  masses  intercept 
The  sight,   and  wisps  on  every  side 

Are  puffed  up  and  multiplied. 


"FAUST."    Part  the  2"^.    Act  I. 
Translated  by  Dr.  J.  Anster. 


CHOKtTS    OF    FAIRIES. 

When  the  twilight  mists  of  evening 
Darken  the  encircling  green, 
Breezes  come  with  balmy  fragrance  — 
Clouds  sink  down  with  dusty  screen ; 
And  the  heart  —  sweet  whispers  soothe  it 
Hocked  to  infant-like  repose ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  o'er-wearied 
Feel  the  gates  of  daylight  close, 

UuLusuuMiDT,  Gorman  Poetry.  g  % 
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9fiorf>t  tfi  fd)on  Ijereingcfunfen, 
©d^liegt  fic^  t^etlig  ©tern  an  ©tern; 
®rD§e  Si(i|ter,  fletne  i^unfen 
©libera  nat)  unb  glanjen  fern; 
©li^ern  l)ier  im  ©ee  fid)  f^icgelnt), 
©lanjen  broben  flarer  Sfladjt; 
Jiefften  ^jeu()en«  (S>iM  fcefiefldnb, 
t^errfc^t  beS  9J?onbe«  tooUe  ''J3rad)t. 

(Sd)on  berlof^en  finb  bie  ©tunbcn, 
^ingefci^itunben  ©djmcrj  unb  ©liid; 
^ii^r  c«  »or!  3)u  njtrft  gefunben; 
jTraue  neuem  jCageSfeUd! 
Stealer  gritnen,  ^itgel  fd^icellen, 
S3ufd)en  fid)  ju  ©d^atten  *  9JuV, 
Unb  in  fd)tt)anfen  ©ilbertoeflen 
SBogt  bie  ®aat  ber  @rnte  ju. 

2Bunfd)  urn  SBitnfc^e  ju  eriangen, 
©c^aue  nad^  bem  ©lanje  bort! 
&ife  bift  bu  nur  umfangen, 
©d)Iaf  ift  ©d^ale,  tvirf  fie  fort! 
©auttie  ni^t,  bid^  ju  erbretften, 
SBenn  bie  iiJienge  jaubernb  fc^weift; 
3llle«  fann  ber  @ble  leiften, 
1)er  toerfte^t  unb  rafd;  ergreift. 
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Night  has  now   sunk  down   —  and  rising 
Star  comes  close  on  holy  star ; 
Sovereign  splendours  —  tiny  twinklers  — 
Sparkle  near  and  shine  from  far : 
Sparkle  from  the  glassy  waters  — 
Shine  high  up  in  the  clear  night ; 
While,   of  peace  the  seal  and  symbol, 
Reigns  the  full  moon's  queenly  light. 

On  have  flown  the  hours  —  and  sorrows 

Vanish  ;   nor  can  joy  abide. 

Feel  through  sleep  the  sense  of  healing ! 

In  the  purpling  dawn  confide  ! 

Green  vales  brightening  —  hills  out-swelling ; 

Flowering  copses  —  budding  tree  — 

In  the  young  corn's  silver  wavelets 

Bends  the  harvest  soon  to  be. 

Wake  to  Hope,   and  Hope's  fulfilment; 
In  the  sunrise  see  the  day  ! 
Thin  the  filmy  bands  that  fold  thee : 
Fling  the  husk  of  sleep  away ! 
Dare  —  determine  —  act.   The  many 
Waver.  Be  not  thou  as  these. 
All  things  are  the  noble  spirit's 
Clear  to  see,   and  quick  to  seize. 


6* 
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II.  X^eil.  mt  V. 


(Ein  ©umpf  jie^t  am  ©ebtrge  I^in, 

33er^)eftet  aUeS  fdjon  Svrungue; 

®en  faulen  ''^3fiil;t  and)  abjujiel^n, 

®a«  Se^te  war'  ba«  ^od^ftevrungne. 

Sroffn'  i(^  9{aume  toieleu  9)itUioiien, 

^Jiic^t  [ic^ev  jiDav,  t)0(^  tl>atig  fret,  ju  wo^nen. 

©run  bag  ©efilbe,  frud^tbar;  SJieufd;  uub  §ieerbe 

<3ogletc^  be^agltd^  auf  ber  neuften  Srbc, 

®letc^  angefiebett  an  be8  ^iigete  ^raft, 

jDen  aufgetDaljt  fut)U  =  emfige  2^oI!er[d;aft. 

Sm  3nnem  I)ier  etn  parabiefifc^  Sanb, 

2)a  rafe  brau^en  glutl|  bt«  auf  jum  9ianb, 

Unb  wie  fie  nafd^t,  gewaltfam  einjufd^iej^en, 

©emetnbrang  etit,  bic  Sude  ju  toerfd^liej^en. 

■3a!  biefem  <Sinue  bin  id^  ganj  ergeben, 

3)a«  ift  ber  2Bet«l)eit  letter  ®^tu§ : 

9?ur  ber  cerbient  fi(^  grei^eit  t»te  bag  Scben, 

jDer  tdglic^  fie  erobern  mug. 

Unb  fo  t»erbringt,  umrungen  toon  @efa^r, 

§ter  ^inbt|eit,  9Kann  unb  ®rei8  fein  tiid)tig  QaifX. 

©otc^  ein  ©ewimmel  mcd>t'  ic^  fet>n, 

5luf  freiem  @runb  mtt  fretem  ^oI!e  ftei>n. 
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'TAUST."  Fart  the  2»d.   Act  V. 
Translated  by  Dr.  J.  Anster. 


FAUSXUS   [to  Mrnself). 

Along  the  mountain  range  a  poisonous  swamp 
O'er  what  I've  gained  breathes  pestilential  damp. 
To  drain  the  fetid  pool   off,  —  were  that  done, 
Then  were  indeed  my  greatest  triumph  won. 
To  many  millions   ample  space  't  would  give, 
Not  safe,    indeed,    from   inroad  of  the  sea, 
But  yet,   in  free  activity  to  live. 
—   Green  fruitful  fields,    where    man    and    beast    are 

found 
Dwelling  contentedly  on  the  new  ground ; 
Homes,   nestling  in  the  shelter  of  the  hill 
Uprolled  by  a  laborious  people's  skill; 
A  land  like  paradise  within  the  mound, 
Though  the  sea  rave  without  to  o'erleap  its   bound, 
Or  nibbling  at  it,   sapping,   plashing,   win 
Its  way,   impetuously  to  rush    in. 
All,   with   one  impulse,    haste  to  the  sea  wall, 
Repel  the  mischief  that  endangers  All. 
For  this  one  only  object  do  I  live, 
To  the  absorbing  thought  myself  I  give. 
Freedom  like  Life  —  the  last  best  truth  we  learn  — 
Man  still  must  conquer,   and  in  conquering  earn; 
And  girded  thus  by  danger.   Childhood  here 
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3um  lugenbltde  bilrft'  id)  fagen: 

SBcrroeile  tcc^,  bu  bifl  fo  fd)on ! 

(S«  fann  bic  S^ur  i>on  meincu  (Srbctageti 

9Zlc^t  in  3leoncn  untergc^n.   — 

^m  SSovgefii^l  »on  fotd^em  fjoljcn  ©liirf 

®enie§'  'vii  ie^t  ben  ^M)ften  ^ugcnfcficf. 

(gaujt  flnft  judld,  bic  ?cniuvcu  fa[fcn  ibn  aiif  ttiib  leflcn 
i^ii  ou|  ben  S3obcu.) 


2Jic)>f;tfto^)l)etc«. 

3f^n  fattigt  fcinc  Suft,  itini  g'nilgt  fein  ®(iirf, 

®o  hu^jU  ev  fort  nac^  njcc^fclnbcn  ©eftalten ; 

3)cn  le^tcn,  fd^lcdjtcu,  tccvcn  5lugcut»Urf, 

jDcv  5lvmc  tT3itnfd)t  it)n  feft  ju  I;a(tcn. 

jDer  mir  fo  fvaftig  njibevftanb, 

jDie  3cit  n)irb  .^evr,  bev  ®rei6  ^ier  (iegt  ini  "Saub. 

®ie  U^v  fte^t  ftiU  — 


(SI)ov. 

©te^t  fliU!  ®te  fdjweigt  >»ie  9J?itternad)t. 
!Der  Bciger  fdflt. 

@r  fam,  e«  ift  »oU6rad^t. 
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Gray  Age  and  Man  and  Boy  work  out  the  year. 
Oh !    could  I  see  such  throngs,   could  I  but  stand 
With  a  free  people,   and  upon  free  land ! 
Then  might  I  to  such  moment  of  delight 
Say  'Linger  with  me,   thou  that  art  so  bright!' 
Ne'er  shall  the  traces  of  my  earthly  day 
Perish  in  lapsing  centuries  away. 
Anticipating  moment  such  as  this. 
Even  now  do  I  enjoy  the  highest  bliss. 

(Sinks  back:  Lemurs  lay  kim  on  the  ground.) 

I 

MErHISTOPHELES , 

—  And  this  is  the  spirit  that  nothing  can  appease ! 
No  joys  give  him  content,   no  pleasures  please   — 
Still  hankering  after  strange  stray  phantasies. 
The  empty  moment,   that  amused  him  last, 
Infatuated,  he  would  fain  hold  fast. 
He,    who  against  me  made  so  stiff  a  stand. 
Time  is  his  master  now  —  aye,  there  he  is, 
The  gray  old  man  stretched  out  upon  the  sand. 
The  Clock  stands  still. 

CH0KU8, 

Stands  still. 

Is  silent  as  mid-night. 
The  Hand  falls. 

MEPHISTOPHEX,ES . 

Falls.    'T  is  finished:   and  all's  right. 
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(5g  ift  toorkt. 

S^orfeci!  ein  bunimeS  Sort. 
SSBarum  toorkt? 

^Jorfeel  itnt)  rctiic«  ^fJId^tS,  t»onfonimne«  Ginerlet! 
Sa8  [ofl  uu«  t>enn  ba«  etu'ge  ®c{)«ffon! 
@efc^affeTte«  ju  ntd)t«  tjintDcgjitvaffcn ! 
.,Da  ift'«  toorbei!"  293a§  tft  bavan  511  Ic[en! 
(S«  tft  fo  gut,  at«  tvav'  e8  nid^t  geiwefeu, 
llnb  treibt  fid)  bod)  im  trct8,  a(§  ii>enn  e«  trare. 
3d)  ttebte  miv  bafiir  baS  Gwiga'ccvc. 


Gtfter  9lMfjufl. 

3^)ljtgente. 

j^evauS  in  eure  ®d)atten,  rege  2Bivfe( 
!De«  alten,  I^eil'gen,  bid^tbelaubteu  ipaineg, 
aBie  ift  ber  ©Bttin  ftille«  C>eiliGtt)um, 
IJtet'  id)  nod)  fe^t  niit  fd)aubcrnbeni  ®eful)l, 
5ll«  twenn  id)  [ie  5Unt  erftenmal  fcetrcite, 
Unb  e§  gen)i5t)nt  fid^  ni(i^t  mcin  ®eift  l)ievl)er. 
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CHORUS. 

All's  past  away  —  gone  by. 

MEFHISTOPHELES . 

Gone  by !    There  is  no  meaning  in  the   word ! 

Gone  by?   —  All's  over,  then.   Gone  by?  —  absurd. 

Gone  by  and  ntter  Nothing  are  all   one  : 

Why  then  does  this  Creating  still  go  on? 

Gone  by?  What  means  it?   —  What  a  sorry  trade! 

Making,   and  making  nothing  of  what's  made. 

And  then  this  nothing  evermore  we  see 

Making  pretence  a  something  still  to  be. 

So  on  it  goes,   the  same  dull  circle  spinning  — 

'T  were  better  with  the  Eternal  Void  beginning  I 


'IPHIGENEIA   IN  TAURI8."    Act  I. 

Translated  by  W.  Taylor  of  Norwich. 


IPHIGENEIA 


rJeneath  yoiir  waving  shade,   ye  restless  boughs 

Of  this  long-hallow'd  venerable  wood, 

As  in  the  silent  sanctuary's  gloom, 

1  wander  still  with  the  same  chilly  awe 

As  when  I  enter'd  first ;   in  vain  my  soul 

Attempts  to  feel  itself  no  stranger  to  you. 
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®o  mand^e§  3af)v  fceh)at)Vt  mtc^  ^tev  t>crborgcn 

(Sin  t>o^er  SiUc,  bcm  id)  mid)  ergebe ; 

3)od|  immer  bin  id),  ivic  ini  evften,  frcmb. 

jDenn,  ad) !  mid)  trcnut  tas  9Jieer  »cu  ben  ©cliebten, 

Unto  an  bent  Ufev  fte^'  ic^  lange  STage, 

3)a§  ^'anb  ber  ©viec^en  mit  ber  ®eele  fud)enb; 

Unb  gegen  meinc  ©cufjev  biingt  bie  SSeHe 

9iur  bumpfe  2;i5ne  braufenb  miv  t)eviibev. 

2Be^  bent,  bev  fevn  t>on  Sttevn  unb  ®efd)n)iftevn 

(Sin  einfam  ?eben  fiitjrt!  3t>m  5el)rt  bev  ©ram 

jDa8  nad)ftc  ©liicf  tton  [einen  ?i))pen  n^eg. 

3t)m  fd^tDarmen  abwart^  immev  bie  ©ebanfen 

''Jiad)  feineS  SSatevS  v^aUen,  »o  bie  ©onne 

3uevft  ben  ipimmel  »ov  iijm  auffc^loj^,  tuo 

©id)  3)titgcborne  f))ie(enb  feft  unb  feftev 

2J?it  fanftcn  33anben  an  einanber  fnii))ften. 

3fd)  recite  mit  ben  ®i5ttevn  nid)t;  attein 

jDev  Sranen  3"ft<J"b  ift  feeflagen^njcrtt). 

3u  ^auf  unb  in  beni  SJviege  ^errfd)t  ber  9J?ann 

Unb  in  ber  grembe  n)ei§  er  fic^  ju  Ijelfen. 

3f^n  freuet  ber  53efi^;  it)n  fri5nt  ber  ©ieg! 

Sin  e^rentooHer  SCob  ift  i^m  bereitet. 

Sic  eng^gebunben  ift  be«  2Seibe8  ®IM\ 

©d^on  einem  rau^en  (SJatten  ju  ge^ord)en, 

3ft  ^flic^t  unb  j^roft;  ttjie  etenb,  njenn  fie  gar 

@in  feinbtic^  ©c^irffat  in  bie  i^erne  treibt! 

So  l^alt  mic^  X^oag  {)ier,  cin  ebler  9J?ann, 

Qn  ernften,  IjciCgcn  Sftaioenbanben  feft. 

D  tt)ie  befd)amt  geftet)'  id),  ba^  ic^  bir 

Wit  ftittem  aBibertDiHen  biene,  @6ttin. 


% 


WILIilAM    TAYLOE.  91 

A  mightier  will,   to  whose  behest  I  bow, 

For  years  hath  kept  me  here  in  deep    concealment ; 

Yet  now  it  seems  as  foreign  as  at  first. 

For,   ah  !   the  sea,   from  those  I  love,   divides  me  : 

And  on  its  shore  I  stand  the  live-long  day 

Seeking,   with  yearning  soul,   the  Grecian  coast. 

While  the  waves  only  echo  back  my  sighs 

In  hoarser  murmurs.     O  how  luckless  he, 

Who  from  his  parents  and  his  brethren  far 

Lonesome  abides !    Th'  approaching  cup  of  joy 

The  hand  of  sorrow  pushes  from  his  lip. 

His  thoughts  still  hover  round  his  father's  hall. 

When  first  the  sun-beams  to  his  infant  eye 

Unlock'd  the  gates  of  nature   —  where  in  sports 

And  games  of  mutual  glee  the  happy  brothers 

Drew  daily  closer  soft  affection's  bonds. 

I  would  not  judge  the  gods  —  but  sure  the  lot 

Of  womankind  is  worthy  to  be  pitied. 

At  home,  at  war,   man  lords  it  as  he  lists ; 

In  foreign  provinces  he  is  not  helpless; 

Possession  gladdens  him ;   him  conquest  crowns ; 

E'en  death  to  him  extends  a  wreath  of  honour. 

Confin'd  and  narrow'd  is  the  womans'  bliss  : 

Obedience  to  a  rude  imperious  husband 

Her  duty  and  her  comfort;   and,   if  fate 

On  foreign  shores  have  cast  her,  how  unhappy! 

So  Thoas   (yet  I  prize  his  noble  soul) 

Detains  me  here  in  hated  hallo w'd  bondage. 

For,   tho'  with  shame  I  feel  it,   I  acknowledge 

It  with  secret  loathness  that  I  serve  thee, 


^2  3-  3B.  mm  ®octl?e. 

3)ir,  metncr  9iettertn!  9}?cln  Men  foUte 
3u  ft"eient  SDtenfte  fctr  geivibmct  fetn. 
3lud)  ^fe'  id)  fiets  au[  bic^  gel;offt  unb  t)offe 
9^od;  je^t  aitf  bid;,  ©tana,  btc  bn  mid), 
!DeS  gviji^ten  tijnigeg  »erftc§ne  2;od)tev, 
3tn  bcinen  tjeil'gen,  fanften  ^rm  gcnomntcn. 
3!a,  !iCod)tcr  3^"^-  ^'■'"^^  ^"  ^^"  ^'^^'^"  ^Jfann, 
jDen  bu,  bie  Xoc^ter  forbevnb,  angftigteft, 
2Bcnn  bu  ben  gijttergtei^en  Slgamemnon, 
'I)er  bir  fein  8iebfte«  jum  X'lltare  bradjte, 
3Son  jTroja'g  umgctr>anbten  SJiauevn  rU^mlidj 
''Jlad)  feinem  S5atertanb  jitviirfbegleitet, 
Xk  ©attin  il;m,  S(e!tren  unb  ben  ®ot;n, 
©ic  fd^ijncn  <3d)at3e,  iDofjl  crl^alten  l)aft; 
So  gieb  and)  mid)  ben  9)?einen  enblid;  wiebet, 
Unb  vette  mid),  bie  bu  Dom  2:ob'  cvrettet, 
%n6:}  »on  bem  Sefeen  I|ier,  bem  jweiten  Xobe! 


2)te  2 vo millet  gerill)vctl 

Ilie  !JrDmmel  gcviil^ret! 
3)a§  ^^feifdjen  gefpielt! 
3)iein  ^iebfter  gewaffnet 
3)em  .^aufen  be[iel)lt, 
®ie  Sanje  ^od)  fiil;ret, 
jDie  Seute  vegieret. 
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My  great  protectress,   thee,   to  whom   my  life 

'T   were  fitting  I  in  gratitude  devoted ; 

But  I  have  ever  hop'd  and  still  I  hope, 

That  thou,   Diana,   wilt  not  quite  forsake 

The  banisht  daughter  of  the  first  of  Kings. 

O  born   of  Jove !    if  him,   the  mighty  man 

Whose  soul  thou  woundest  with  unhealing  pangs, 

When  thou  didst  ask  his  child  in  sacrifice  — 

If  godlike  Agamemnon,   to  thy  altar 

Who  led  his  darling,   from  the  fallen  Troy 

Thy  hand  hath  to  his  country  reconducted, 

And  on  the  hero  hath  bestow'd  the  bliss 

To  clasp  his  wife,   Electra  and  his  son  — 

Restore  me  also  to  my  happy  home ; 

And  save  me,  whom  thou  hast  from  deatli  preserv'd, 

From  worse  than  death,   from  banishment  in  Tauris. 


FROM  "EGMONT." 

Translated  by  Arthur  Duke   Coleridge. 

The  drnmg  they  are  beating ! 

Ihe  drums  they  are  beating! 

The  bugle  is  sounding ! 
My  love,   in  full  armour, 

Commands  in  the  van. 
Waves  gaily  his  pennon, 

And  marshals  his  clan.  — ■ 
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2Bie  flc^ft  mil-  t)a§  §evje! 
Sie  toaUt  mir  ba«  SBlut! 
D  ^att'  id)  cin  2Banim§(ein 
Unb  ipofen  unt)  iput ! 

^d)  fclgt'  i^ni  jitiii  Jt)or  'nau§ 
2)^tt  mutl^tgem  (Sd^ritt, 
@ing'  burd^  btc  "iprooinjen, 
0ing'  ilberall  niit. 
T>k  ^cinbe  fc^on  ti>cid)cn, 
2Bir  fdjicf^en  barein ; 
Sold)  ©litcf  oljne  &k[i)m, 
(Sin  9JJann§6ilb  ju  fcin! 


3ucjgnuttg. 

(3u  ben  ©ebid^tcn.) 

Der  SJJovgen  fam;  e«  fd^eud^ten  feinc  Svittc 
:iDen  (eifen  (Sd^Iaf,  ber  mic^  gelinb  untfing, 
Da§  id),  crtrad)t,  au8  meinev  ftillcn  ^iittc 
X)en  33erg  ^inauf  mit  frifdier  ®eele  ging; 
3^c^  freute  mid^  bet  einem  fcben  ©c^ritte 
jDer  neuen  Slume,  bie  tooH  S^ropfen  ^ing; 
!Der  jungc  Za^  cr^ofe  fid)  mit  ©ntjiiden, 
Unb  aflc«  h)arb  erquicft  mid^  ju  erquiden. 

Unb  njie  ic^  ftieg,  jog  t)on  bem  t^Iuj?  ber  SKiefen 
(Sin  9tebel  jid^  in  ©tveifen  fac^t  l^erioor, 
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How   these  pulses  are  bounding ! 

This  heart  how  it  glows  ! 
Oh:   had  I  but  doublet,' 

And  helmet  and  hose ! 

Through  the  gates  with  my  lover 

Full  boldly  I'd  ride, 
And  all. the  world  over 

Would  march  by  his  side. 
Foes  break  at  our  volley, 

They  waver  and  flee  — 
Oh !   pleasure  of  pleasures, 

A  soldier  to  be  ! 


INTRODUCTION   [to  the  Poems]. 
Translated  by  Theodore  Martin  and  W.  E.  Aytoun. 

Ihe  morning  came.    Its  footsteps  scared  away 
The  gentle  sleep  that  hover'd  lightly  o'er  me, 
I  left  my  quiet  cot  to  greet  the  day, 
And  gaily  climb'd  the  mountain-side  before  me. 
The  sweet  young  flowers  !    how  fresh  were  they  and 

tender, 
Brimful  with  dew  upon  the  sparkling  lea ; 
The  young  day  open'd  in  exulting  splendour, 
And  all  around  seem'd  glad  to  gladden  me. 
And  as  I  mounted,   o'er  the  meadow-ground 
A  white  and  filmy  essence  'gan  to  hover ; 
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(Sr  tt)i^  unt)  t»cd;felte  mid;  5U  umfltcjjcn, 
Unb  iDUc^g  gcjTiigcIt  mtr  um'S  §au))t  cm)>ov: 
jDcS  fd;i3neu  S3licf^  foUt'  id}  uid)t  mel)v  gcnic^en, 
!Dic  ©egcut)  bedte  luir  eiu  txiibcv  Slov; 
SBatt)  \a\)  id)  mid)  toon  3Solfeu  \mt  luugoffeu, 
Unt)  mit  mil"  felbft  in  3)ammvung  einge[d)to[fcn. 

5luf  cinmal  fdjien  tie  Sonne  fenvd^^^iibringcn, 
3m  9te6cl  licjj  [id;  eine  flavljeit  fcl^n. 
^icr  fan!  ev  leifc  fid;  l;inab5nfd)n)ingen, 
^iev  tl;eilt'  cr  fteiijcnb  fid;  nm  Salt  unt)  §cl;n. 
Sic  I;offt'  i(^,  it;v  ben  cvftcn  @vuj3  ju  bvingcn ! 
®ic  l;offt'  i^  nac^  tev  Xiiik  bo^^pelt  fd)on. 
Xa  luft'ge  S^amvf  ivar  lange  nid;t  woUenbet, 
(Sin  ©lanj  umgab  mid;  unb  id;  ftanb  geblenbet. 

S3alb  mad;te  mid;,  bic  ^ilugcn  aufjufd;(agen, 
(Sin  inuvcv  %xki  be«  ^crjeng  wiebev  !ul;n, 
3d;  fonnt'  e«  nuv  mit  fd;nellen  iJ3Urfcn  iwagen, 
2)cnn  aUc^  fd;ien  ju  bvcnnen  unb  ju  gliil^n. 
3)a  fc^VDcbte  mit  ben  Solfen  l;evgetiagen 
(Sin  gottlid;  Seib  toov  mcinen  Stugen  l;in, 
Atein  fd;i3nev  ^ilb  fat;  id;  in  meiuem  Vebcn, 
<£ie  fal;  mid;  an  unb  blieb  toevtwcilenb  fd;i»eben. 

^ennft  bu  mid;  nid;t'^  f^vad;  fie  mit  einem  9)Zunbc, 
Xcm  aHev  ii'ieb'  unb  Xveue  Son  entfloj?; 
Svfennft  bu  mid;,  bie  id;  in  mand;e  ^Bunbe 
>De3  !i!eben§  biv  ben  veinften  23alfam  goj^  '^ 
2)u  fennft  mid;  iool;l,  an  bie,  ju  eio'gem  ^unbe, 


THEODORE    MARTIN.  97 

It  sail'd  and  shifted  till  it  hemm'd  me  round, 

Then  rose  above  my  head,   and  floated  over. 

No  more  I  saw  the  beauteous  scene  unfolded  — 

It  lay  beneath  a  melancholy  shroud; 

And  soon  was  I,  as  if  in  vapour  moulded, 

Alone,  within  the  twilight  of  the  cloud. 

At  once,  as  though  the  sun  were  struggling  through, 
Within  the  mist  a  sudden  radiance  started. 
Here  sank  the  vapour,   but  to  rise  anew, 
There  on  the  peak,  and  upland  forest  parted. 
O,   how  I  panted  for  the  first  clear  gleaming, 
Made  by  the  gloom  it  banish'd  doubly  bright! 
It  came  not,   but  a  glory  round  me  beaming. 
And  I  stood  blinded  by  the  gush  of  light. 

A  moment,   and  I  felt  enforc'd  to  look, 

By  some  strange  impulse  of  the  heart's  emotion ; 

But  more  than  one  quick  glance  I  scarce  could  brook, 

For  all  was  burning  like  a  molten  ocean. 

There,  in  the  glorious  clouds  that  seem'd  to  bear  her, 

A  form  angelic  hover'd  in  the  air; 

Ne'er  did  my  eyes  behold  a  vision  fairer, 

And  still  she  gazed  upon  me,  floating  there. 

"Dost  thou   not  know  me?"  and  her  voice  was  soft     * 
As  truthful  love,  and  holy  calm  it  sounded. 
"Know'st  thou  not  me,   who  many  a  time  and  oft 
Pour'd   balsam  in  thy  hurts   when  sorest   wounded? 
Ah,   well  thou  knowest  her,   to  whom  for  ever 

GoLDSciiMiiJT  ,  German  Poetry.  7 
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35ein  ftrebenb  ^erj  fid?  feft  unb  fefter  fd)to§. 
©al;'  id)  bid^  nid^t  mlt  l;ei^cn  §cr5cn§tf>ranett 
%IQ  2nak  fd^ori  nad)  mir  Vi^  eifrig  fet;nen? 

3a!  rief  id)  au8,  inbcm  id)  fetig  niebcv 

3ur  Srbe  fan!,  tang   ^ab'  ic^  bic^  gefiiljtt; 

®u  gafeft  mir  9iuV,  »enn  burc^  bie  jungen  ©lieber 

2)ie  ^eiben[d)aft  fid;  vaftIo8  buvd)get»ilt)U ; 

!Du  l)a[t  mir  t»ic  mit  t^immlifd^em  (Scfieber 

3lni  I^ei^cn  Sag  bie  Stime  fanft  geful|tt; 

!Du  fc^cnfteft  mir  ber  Srbe  bcftc  @aben, 

Unb  jebeS  @liid  toiU  id^  burd)  bid^  nur  ^aten! 

3)tc^  nenn'  id)  nid)t.  ^'max  Ijor'  id)  bid)  t>on  »ickn 
@ar  oft  genannt,  unb  icber  fjei^t  bic^  fein, 
©in  iebeg  3luge  glaubt  auf  bid)  ju  jielcn, 
gaft  iebem  5luge  toirb  bein  ®traf>I  jur  ^ein. 
2lc^,  ba  id^  inte,  ^tt'  ic^  toiel  ©efpiekn, 
3)a  ic^  bi^  fennc,  fcin  id)  faft  allein; 
■3d)  mu§  mein  ©litd  nur  mit  mir  felbft  genief^en, 
3)ein  ^oIbe«  Sic^t  cerbecten  unb  »erfd)Ue§en. 

©ic  lac^ette,  fie  f^srac^:  bu  fie^ft,  tok  flug, 
SBie  niJtt|ig  t»ar'§,  end)  toenig  ju  cntt)iilj(en ! 
^aum  bift  bu  fid|er  toor  bem  grobften  2;rug, 
^aum  bift  bu  ^err  toom  erften  ^inbcrhjillen, 
(So  glaubft  bu  bid)  fd)on  Uebermenfd)  gcnug, 
SSerfaumft  bie  ^flid)t  beg  SKanneg  ju  erfiiHen! 
9Bic  oiel  bift  bu  toon  anbern  unterfd)ieben '^ 
Srfennc  bid),  Icb'  mit  ber  2Belt  in  y^rieben ! 
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Thy  heart  in  union  pants  to  be  allied ! 

Have  I  not  seen  the  tears  —  the  wild  endeavour 

That  even  in  boyhood  brought  thee  to  my  side?" 

"Yes  !   I  have  felt  thy  influence  oft,"  I  cried, 
And  sank  on  earth  before  her,   half-adoring; 
"Thou  brought'st  me  rest  when  Passion's    lava-tide 
Thro'  my  young  veins  like  liquid  fire  was  pouring. 
And  thou  hast  fann'd,   as  with  celestial  pinions, 
In  summer's  heat,   my  parch'd  and  fever'd  brow  ; 
Gav'st  me  the  choicest  gifts  of  earth's  dominions, 
And,   save  through  thee,   I  seek  no  fortune  now, 

"I  name  thee  not,  but  I  have  heard  thee  named, 
And  heard  thee  styled  their  own  ere  now  by  many; 
All  eyes  believe  at  thee  their  glance  is  aim'd. 
Though  thine  effulgence  is  too  great  for  any. 
Ah !    I  had  many  comrades  whilst  I  wander'd  — 
I  know  thee  now,  and  stand  almost  alone: 
I  veil  thy  light,  too  precious  to  be  squander'd, 
And  share  the  inward  joy  I  feel  with  none." 

Smiling  she  said  —  "Thou  seest  't  was  wise  from  thee 
To  keep  the  fuller,   greater  revelation : 
Scarce  art  thou  from  grotesque  delusions  free, 
Scarce  master  of  thy  childish  first  sensation ; 
Yet  deem'st  thyself  so  far  above  thy  brothers, 
That  thou  hast  won  the  right  to  scorn  them !   Cease, 
Who  made  the  yawning  gulf  'twixt  thee  and  others? 
Know  —  know  thyself  —  live  with  the  world  in  peace." 
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^Serjeif)'  mir,  rlef  id}  an^,  id)  meint'  c^  gut; 

®oU  ic^  umfonft  bie  ^luijeii  offen  I^aben? 

6in  frofier  SBille  lebt  in  meiuem  ^Blut, 

3c^  lenne  ganj  ben  2Cevtl)  toon  beinen  ©aben ! 

giir  aubve  luad^ft  in  miv  bag  eble  ®ut, 

Qd)  fann  unb  will  ba§  ^3funb  nid^t  me^r  toevgvaben ! 

Sarum  fud)t'  ic^  ben  2Beg  fo  fe^nfud)t«tooU, 

SSenn  id)  il;tt  nic^t  ben  ^Bviibern  jeigen  foU'^ 

Unb  t»ie  id)  ^\)xad},  fa!)  mid)  ba«  l)oI)e  2Befen 
*2Rit  einem  Slid  mttteib'ger  9fad)fid)t  an, 
3d)  fonnte  mid)  in  i^vem  3tuge  Icfen, 
2Ba8  id)  tevfe^It  unb  waiS  id)  vec^t  gett)an. 
(Sic  Iad)elte,  ba  njar  id)  fd)on  genefen, 
3u  neuen  gveuben  ftieg  mein  @eift  l)eran; 
■Ofd)  fonnte  nun  mit  innigem  33ertraucn 
Tlid:!  5U  i^r  na^n  unb  i^re  ))lai)t  fd>auen. 

jDa  redte  fie  bic  §anb  au8  in  bie  ©treifen 
®er  lei(^ten  SBolfen  unb  be«  ®uft§  um^er, 
2Bie  fie  i^n  fagte,  Ue^  ev  fic^  ergreifen, 
©r  Iie§  fid)  jie^,  e8  war  !ein  '^t^M  mdjx. 
2)?ein  Sluge  fount'  im  Sfiale  wieber  fc^tceifen, 
@en  §immcl  btirft'  id),  er  toax  i)eU  unb  ^e^r. 
3^un  fat)  ic^  fie  ben  reinften  QdjUkx  ^altcn, 
©r  flo^  uni  fie  unb  \d})X)oU  in  taufenb  galteu. 

3!c^  fenne  bid^,  id)  fenne  betue  BdjxoMjtn, 
3d)  teei^,  t»a8  @ute8  in  bir  lebt  unb  glimmt! 
(go  fagte  fie,  id)  l)i5r'  fie  eiuig  fpred)en, 


THEODOKE    MARTIN.  101 

"Forgive  me !"  I  exclaim'd,   "I  meant  no   ill, 
Else  should  in  vain  my  eyes  be  disenchanted; 
Within  my  blood  there  stirs  a  genial,  will  — 
I  know  the  worth  of  all  that  thou  hast  granted. 
That  boon  I  hold  in  trust  for  others  merely, 
Nor  shall  I  let  it  rust  within  the  ground ; 
Why  sought  I  out  the  pathway  so  sincerely. 
If  not  to  guide  my  brothers  to  the  bound?" 

And  as  I  spoke,   upon  her  radiant  face 
Pass'd  a  sweet  smile,    like  breath  across  a  mirror ; 
And  in  her  eyes'  bright  meaning  I   co\ild  trace 
What  I  had  answer'd  well,   and  what  in  error. 
She  smiled,  and  then  my  heart  regain 'd  its  lightness, 
And  bounded  in  my  breast  with  rapture  high  : 
Then  durst  I  pass  within  her  zone  of  brightness, 
And  gaze  upon  her  with  unquailing  eye. 

Straightway  she  stretch'd  her  hand  among  the  thin 
And  watery  haze  that  round  her  presence  hover'd ; 
Slowly  it  coil'd  and  shrank  her  grasp  within, 
And  lo  !    the  landscape  lay  once  more  uncover'd   — 
Again  mine  eye  could  scan  the  sparkling  meadow, 
I  look'd  to  heaven,   and  all  was  clear  and  bright; 
I  saw  her  hold  a  veil  without  a  shadow, 
That  undulated  round  her  in  the  light. 

"I  know  thee  !   —  all  thy  weakness,   all  that  yet 
Of  good  within  thee  lives  and  glows,  I've  measured  ;" 
She  said   —  her  voice  I  never  may  forget  — 
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(Snt^jfange  ^ier,  i»a8  id)  bit  lang  'bcftimmt, 
®em  ©liidtidjen  lann  e8  an  nid)t«  gebvedjcn, 
S)er  bie§  @e[d)enf  mtt  ftiUer  Seek  ninmit; 
^ilu8  aJJorcjenbuft  getwebt  unb  ©onncn!{avt)ett, 
S)cr  S)id)tung  Sdjieter  au§  ber  §ant)  bev  2Bal)rl)eit. 

Unb  irenn  e«  bir  unb  beinen  greunben  fdjtoiile 
2lm  aJJtttag  wirb,  fo  toirf  i^n  in  bie  Suft! 
©ogleid)  umfaufctt  3lknbtoinbe§fu'^Ie, 
Um^ud^t  eu(^  ^BUtmen*  aBiivjgerud)  unb  5)uft. 
(g«  fd)»eigt  ba«  2BeI;en  banger  (Srbgefii^Ie, 
3um  aBolfenbette  tvanbelt  fid;  bie  @vuft, 
SBefdnftiget  n)ivb  jebe  SebenStoette, 
!Der  iag  tcirb  liebUd^  unb  bie  9^ad;t  toirb  l)eUc. 

(5o  lommt  benn,  ^^reunbe,  twenn  auf  euren  5ffiegen 

®c«  SeBenS  S3iirbe  fd^n^ev  unb  fd^icerer  briidt, 

aBenn  eure  a3a^n  ein  frifd)evneutev  ©egen 

ajiit  Slumen  jiert,  mit  golbnen  ^riid^ten  fd^uiiidt, 

2Btr  gel^n  toereint  bem  nad)ften  ^lag  entgegen! 

(So  leben  i»ir,  fo  ttanbeln  lutr  begliidt. 

Unb  bann  and?  foU,  raenn  (Snfel  um  un§  trauern, 

3u  i^vet  2uft  nod)  unfre  Siebe  bauern. 
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"Accept  the  gift  that  long  for  thee  was  treasur'd. 
Oh  !   happy  he,  thrice-blest  in  earth  and  heaven, 
Who  takes  this  gift  with  soul  serene  and  true, 
The  veil  of  song,   by  Truth's  own  fingers  given, 
Enwoven  of  sunshine  and  the  morning-dew. 

"Wave  but  this  veil  on  high,  whene'er  beneath 
The  noonday  fervour  thou  and  thine  are  glowing. 
And  fragrance  of  all  flowers  around  shall  breathe, 
And  the  cool  winds  of  eve  come  freshly  blowing. 
Earth's  cares  shall  cease  for  thee ,    and  all  its  riot ; 
Where  gloom'd  the  grave  ,    a  starry  couch  be  seen ; 
The  waves  of  life  shall  sink  in  halcyon  quiet; 
The  days  be  lovely  fair,  the  nights  serene." 

Come  then,  my  friends,  and  whether  'neath  the  load 
Of  heavy  griefs  ye  struggle  on,  or  whether 
Your  better  destiny  shall  strew  the  road 
With  flowers,  and  golden  fruits  that  cannot  wither, 
United  let  us  move,   still  forward  striving  ; 
So   while  we  live  shall  joys  our  days  illume. 
And  in  our  children's  hearts  our  love  surviving 
Shall  gladden  them,   when  we  are  in  the  tomb. 
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®iefe  Stifle  ^ervfd^t  im  SBaffer, 
Dt^ne  9fegung  vu^t  t>a«  3)ieev, 
lint)  feefiimnievt  fie^t  ter  <Sd)iffer 
@tatte  i^lac^e  vingS  uml^er. 
teine  i^uft  oon  fcinev  <£eite! 
3:obe«ftiae  fUrd|terUc^ ! 
Qn  ber  ungel)curcn  9Beite 
aeeget  feine  aBeflc  fid). 


55<ontn?  bfr  ilieBc. 


-freubtoofl 

Unt)  leibtoofl, 

©ebonfentiofl  fetn, 

^angen 

Unt)  fcangen 

3n  [c^tDcbenticv  '^ein; 

^innnen^od)  jaudjjent), 

3um  Xobe  ktriibt; 

®lii(f(id)  aflein 

3ft  t5ie;®eele,  tie  liebt. 
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OCEAN  CALM. 

Translated  by  Lady  John  Manners. 


Deepest  calm  reigns  on  the  water, 

Without  movement  rests  the  sea, 
Which  unto  the  troubled  sailor 

Seems  one  smooth  expanse  to  be; 
Not  a  breath  from  any  quarter, 

Fearful,   silent  as  the  grave ; 
In  the  mighty  realm  of  water 

Motionless  is  every  wave. 


CLARCHEN'S  SONG. 

Translated  by  Richard  Garnett, 


Cheerful, 

And  tearful, 

And  thoughtful  to  be ; 

Waiting, 

Debating, 

Irresolutely ; 

Cast  into  darkness. 

Shouting  above, 

O  I   happy  alone 

Is  the  heart  with  its  love. 
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3i()CUttcrficb. 


3m  ^iebelgertefel,  im  tiefen  ®(!^ncc, 
3;m  ivilbcn  S^att,  in  tcv  Sintevnadjt, 
M)  l)ovtc  t)cv  2Bolfe  ^ungcrgeljeut, 
3d;  I>6rte  ber  Suten  ©efc^rei: 

SBitle  iwau  tvau  tvau! 

2BtUe  tuo  too  too! 
SBito  ^! 


3cf|  fd)o^  cinmal  eine  ^atj'  am  S<^^^' 
SDev  2lnne,  ber  §ej-',  tl)ve  fd)toav5C  liebe  £a^'; 
!Da  famcn  fci'8  -Jiad^t^  fieben  !fi3d)vtootf'  ju  mir, 
2Baren  fieben  2Betber  toom  ®orf. 

SiUe  toau  toau  toau! 

iBiUe  too  too  too! 
3Bito  ^u! 
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,  GIPSEY-SONG. 

Translated  by  Dr.  J.  Anster. 


In  foggy  drizzle,   in  deep  snow  white, 

In  tho  wild  wood  wide,    in  a  winternight, 

I  heard  the  hooting  of  the  owls, 

And  I  heard  the  wolves  with  their  hungry  howls. 
Wille  wau  Avau  wau, 
Willc  wo  wo  wo, 
Tu-whit  tu-whoo, 
Wille  woo. 

A  cat  came  prowling  down  my  ditch, 

Anne's  own  black  cat,   the  wicked  witch  ; 

I  lifted  my  gun,   and  I  fired  for  fun, 

And  I  took  good  aim,   and  I  cried  fair  game, 

And  cat  or  witch,   I  can't  say  which, 

She  uttered  a  scream,   and  she  sputtered  a  scritch, 

A  scream  of  fright  —  and  a  scritch  of  spite, 

And  she  cocked  up  her  tail  and  took  to  flight. 

In  the  night  of  that  day,   seven  war- wolves  gray 

Came  eyeing  their  prey, 

All  eyeing  me,   —  all  hunger  driven ; 
Eyeing  their  prey,   seven  war-wolves  gray, 
Seven  hags  of  the  village  were  the  seven. 
Wille  wau  wau  wau, 
Wille  Avo  wo  wo, 
Tu-whit  tu-whoo, 
Wille  woo. 
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3d^  fannte  fie  att',.  id;  fanntc  fie  \oo[){, 
SDie  ^Tnne,  tie  Uvfel,  tie  MV, 
3)ie  Sie[e,  tie  SBarfce,  tie  St>',  tie  58etl); 
(3ie  l>eulten  im  ^veife  mid)  an. 

SBitte  wan  wau  iDau ! 

Side  iwo  IDO  t»o ! 
SBito  ^u! 


3)a  nannt'  id^  fie  afle  fcei  9iamen  laut : 
Sa8  wiaft  tu,  Itnne?  wag  h)iaft  tu,  33et^? 
2)a  riittelten  fie  fic^,  ta  fc^iittelten  fie  fid) 
Unt  lief  en  unt  t|eulten  tat>on. 

Sifle  roan  loan  xoau ! 

SBide  Wo  1130  t»o! 
Sito  I;u! 


9i  j  9  n  0  It. 

iKennft  tu  tag  Sant,.  too  tie  (Eitvonen  bliil^n, 
3m  tunfetn  2auh  tie  @oIt=Dvangen  g(iif)n, 
(Sin  fanftcv  2Bint  tom  blauen  §immel  iwe^t, 
3)ie  a«t)vte  ftitt  unt  t?o(^  ter  i'orfeeev  fte^t? 
tennfi  tu  e«  n)ot|t? 

3)a^in!  ®a^in 
9J?c(^t'  ic^  mit  tir,  o  mein  @e(ie6tcr,  jie^n. 
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I  knew  them  all  and  each,   I  guess, 
There  was  Anne,   and  Ursula,   and  Bess, 
And  Lizzy  and  Barbara,   Sue,   and  Kate, 
And  they  circled  me  round,  and  howled  for  hate. 
Wille  wau  wau  wau, 
Wille  wo  wo  wo. 
Tu-whit  tu-whoo, 
Wille  woo. 

I  named  their  names,   i'or  my  heart  was  stout, 
What  ails  thee,    Anne?  —  \yhat  is  Bess  about? 
And  they  shook  with  fright,  and  shivered  with  fear,, 
And  scudded  away  with  bowlings  drear. 

Wille  wau  wau  wau, 
Wille  wo  wo  wo, 
Tu-whit  tu-whoo, 
Wille  Avoo. 


MIGNON. 

Translated  by  Kichard  Garnett. 


Know'st  thou  the  land  where  flowers  the  citron-bloom. 
And  golden  orange  glows  in  leafy  gloom? 
A  soft  wind  flutters  from  the  fair  blue  sky, 
Still  stands  the  myrtle  and  the  laurel  high  ; 
Know'st  thou  the  land? 

O  there,   O  there, 
My  Friend,  my  Love,  might  thou  and  I  repair ! 
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5?ennft  bu  bag  vSpau^^^  3(uf  Sautcn  rul;t  fctn  S)ad), 
(Si3  glciust  t>cr  >3aal,  c8  [d)immert  bag  ©emad), 
Uub  SRavmovbtlber  fte(;n  unb  fetiu  mid)  an : 
2Ba«  tjat  man  biv,  bu  armcg  ilinb,  gettjan? 
i^ennfl  bu  e8  »o^t? 

jDa^tu !  baljin 
3Wo(i^t'  ic^  mit  btr,  o  mein  Sefc^ii^cv,  jic^n. 

i^ennft  bu  ben  33cvg  unb  fetnen  2BoIfenfteg? 
®a8  3)?aultl;iev  fudjt  im  9kbd  fctncn  Seg; 
3h  §ol)ten  n5ot;nt  bev  ©vvid^en  atte  23vut; 
(S«  ftUrjt  bev  gels  unb  iiber  it>n  bie  gtuti). 
^ennjt  bu  it|n  wol)l? 

^al;tn!  ®al;in 
@e^t  unfer  2Beg!  o  SBatev,  lafj  ung  jiel^n! 


■   '^er  Sanger. 

Wa8  l)dx'  iij  brau^cn  toor  bem  Z^ox, 
Sa«  auf  bcr  ^Bviidt  fd^aUcn? 
^a^.bcn  ©efang  por  unfevm  D^r 
3;m  @aa(e  tt)iet;er^aflen ! 
®ev  .^onig  fprac^'g,  ber  ^age  tief ; 
3)er.  ^nabe  fam,  ber  ^oni'g  rief  : 
.Sagt  mtr  l^cretn  ben  Sltten ! 

©e^rii^ct  fcib  mir,  cbtc  ^enn, 
@6grtt§t  it)V,  fd)one  !l)amen! 
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Know'st  thou  the  house  ?  on  nillars  rests  its  roof. 
The  high  hall  shines,   the  chamber  gleams  aloof, 
And  marble  statues  stand  and  gaze  on  me,  — 
What  is  it  they  have  done,   poor  child,   to  thee? 
Know'st  thou  the  house? 

O  there,   O  there, 
My  Friend,   my  Guide,   might  thou  and  I  repair ! 

Know'st  thou  the  mountain-path,   in  vapours  grey 
Immersed?  the  slow  mule  picks  his  foggy  way; 
In  caves  abide  the  dragon's  ancient   brood ; 
Crashes  the  rock,   and  over  it  the  flood. 
Kiiow'st  thou  the  path? 

O  there,   O  there, 
My  Friend,   my  Father,   let, us  both  repair! 


THE  MINSTREL. 

Translated  by  James  Clarence  Mangan. 


What  voice,   what  harp,  are  those  we  hear 

Beyond  the  gate  in  chorus? 
Go,   page !   —  the  lay  delights  our  ear, 

We'll  have  it  sung  before  us  V\ 
So  speaks  the  Ving :   the  stripling  flies  — ■ 
He  soon  returns ;   his  master  cries  — 

Bring  in  the  hoary  minstrel!" 

"Hail,   princes  mine !   Hail,  noble  knights ! 
All  hail,   enchanting  dames  '^ 
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SBetd)  void^ev  .^i\jimet !  Stern,  feci  ©tern ! 
2Ber  fennet  i!)re  ^JJamen? 
3ni  Baal  i>oK  "i^rad^t  unb  .^eurltd^feit 
<Sd)Uefet,  3lugen,  cud);  I)icr  ift  nid)t  ^dt 
Sid)  ftaunent)  ju  ergiJ^^en. 

©er  ©anger  trttdt'  bie  5lugcn  ein,  • 

Unb  fd)Iug  in  t>oHen  jTonen; 

^ie  9tttter  fc^auten  muti^ig  brein, 

Unb  in  ben  ©d^oo^  bie  ©d)cncn. 

!Der  I^Snig,  bem  ba«  Sieb  gefiet, 

i'ief?  tf)ni,  5um  So^e  fiir  fein  ®^)ict, 

(Sine  golbne  5!ettc  brtngen. 

jDie  golbne  ^ette  giefe  mir  nid)t, 
©ie  Slette  gieb  ben  9tittern, 
S3or  beren  fii^nem  2lngeftd)t 
jDer  geinbe  Sanjen  fv^ittern. 
@iefc  fie  bem  tanjler,  ben  bu  ^aft, 
Unb  k§  i^n  noc^  bie  golbne  Saft 
3u  anbern  Saflen  tragen. 

^6^  finge,  tok  ber  JBogel  fingt, 
jDer  in  ben  B^cis^n  njotjnet;  , 
2)a8  Sieb,  baS  aug  bcr  ©tele  bringt, 
3ft  So^n,  b.er  reic^Ud)  loifnet; 
2)od)  barf  i(^  Bitten,  bitt'.  id)  ein« : 
Sa§  mir  ben  feeften  ^e(!^er  S5ein§ 
3n  ^3urem  ®i4be  reid)en. 
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What  starry  heaven  !   What  blinding  lights  ! 

Whose  tongue  may  tell  their  names? 
In  this  bright  hall,   amid  this  blaze, 
Close,  close  mine  eyes  !   Ye  may  not  gaze  . 

On  such  stupendous  glories !" 

The  Minnesinger  closed  his  eyes ; 

He  struck  his  mighty  lyre : 
Then  beauteous  bosoms  heaved  with  sighs, 

And  warriors  felt  on   fire ; 
The  king,   enraptured  by  the  strain, 
Commanded  that  a  golden  chain 

Be  given  the  bar^  in  guerdon. 

"Not  so  I   Reserve  thy  chain,   thy  gold, 
For  those  brave  knights  whose  glances, 

Fierce  flashing  through  the  battle  bold. 
Might  shiver  sharpest  lances  ! 

Bestow  it  on  thy  Treasurer  there  — 

The  golden  burden  let  him  bear 
With  other  glittering  burdens. 

T  sing  as  in  the  greenwood  bush 

The  cageless  .wild-bird  carols  — 
The  tones  that  from  the  full  heart  gush 

Themselves  are  gold  and  laurels ! 
Yet,  might  I  ask,  then  thus  I  ask, 
Let  one  bright  cup  of  wine  in  flask 

Of  glowing  gold  be  brought  me  !** 
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St  fe^t'  tf|n  an,  et  trani  i^n  au«; 

D  Stanf  coU  fii^er  Safee! 

D!  fcreimal  "^oc^bealtitfteg  §au«, 

So  taSijl  fleine  ®ak! 

Stge^fg  euc^  juc^l,  fo  bcnit  an  mi^, 

Unfc  fcanfet  ®ott  fo  warn,  al8  i(^ 

pr  tjiefen  Xrunf  euc^  tan!e. 


(Srfftonig. 


UDer  tcitet  fo  f^at  turc^  ^flac^t  unb  2Btnb? 
e«  i[t  ter  5Sater  mit  feinem  tint ; 
(Sr  ^at  ten  tnaben  tco'^I  in  tern  3ltm, 
er  fa^t  i^n  fic^er,  er  ^alt  i^n  mm. 

3Kein  ®o^n,  toaS  birgft  tu  fo  bang  tein  ©efic^t? 
©ie^ft,  S3ater,  bu  ben  Srlfonig  ni(^t? 
3)en  (grienfonig  mit  tron'  unb  ©c^weif?  — 
'mm  (So^n,  e«  ift  ein  SRefcelftreif.  — 

„5)u  Hefce«  tinb,  fomm,  ge^  mit  mir! 
„®ar  fc^Bne  ®^3iete  f^jiel'  ic^  mit  bit; 
IsKan^'  feunte  33(umen  fmb  an  bem  ©tranb, 
laKeine  9JJutter-^at  mand^  gitlben  ®e»anb."  — 

3Kein  93ater,  mein  33ater,  unb  ^oreft  bu  nic^t, 

2Ba«  (Srlenfcnig  mir  leife  cerfprtcf^t? 

iSei  ru^ig,  Wei&e  rut)ig',  mein  tinb; 

^  burxen  33Iattern  foufelt  ber  2Binb.  — 
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They  set  it  down:   he  quaffs  it  all  — 

"O !    draught  of  richest  flavour ! 
O  !  thrice  divinely  happy  hall, 

Where  that  is  scarce  a  favour ! 
If  Heaven  shall  bless  ye,   think  on  me, 
And  thank  your  God  as  I  thank  ye. 

For  this  delicious  wine-cup!" 


THE  ERL-KING. 

Translated  by  Peter  Gardner. 


ha  rides  sae  late  through  wind  an'  nicht? 
A  faither  it  is  wi'  nis  bairn  sae  bricht ; 
The  callan'  he  bauds  wi'  claspin'  arm, 

He  grips  him  sicker,   he  keeps  him  warm. 

"Why  hide  ye  yer  face,   son,  tentily?" 
"The  Erl-King,  faither,  div  ye  no  see? 

Erl-King,  wi'  croun  an'  train  sweepin'  far?" 

"My  son,  its  just  a  streak  i'  the  haar,"  JS^Cc/m., 

—  "Thou  winsome  wean,   come,  gang  wi'  me, 
Siccan  fine  plays  as  I'll  play  wi'  thee ; 

Bonny  flow'rs  mony  are  by  the  shore, 

My  mither  o'  gowden  dresses  has  store."  — 

"My  faither,  my  faither,   an'  div  ye  no  hear, 
Hoo  Erl-King  fleeches  saft  i'  mine  ear?" 

"Be  calm,  keep  calm,   my  bairn  —  its  licht 

Thro'  withered  leaves  whispers  the  wind  o'  nicht." 

8* 
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„2Btttfl,  fciner  tnafcc,  t)U  mit  miv  geljtt? 
„3}Jeme  Jcd^ter  foEen  tic^  tuarteii  fcfccn; 
„3Keme  Sod^ter  fut>ren  ben  nac^tUd|en  9icil^u, 
„Unt  toiegen  unt  tanjen  unb  fingen  bid)  cin."  — 

Wlchx  33atcr,  mein  3>ater,  unb  fte^ft  bu  ntd^t  bort 
(Srlfonigg  Jcd^tev  am  biiftcvii  Drt?  — 
ajJcin  (5ol>n,  mein  3o^n,  id^  fel^'  e8  genau: 
(gg  fc^einen  bie  alten  2Beiben  fo  grau.  — 

„3c^  liefce  bi(^,  mi^  reijt  beine  fd^onc  ©eftdt ; 
,.Unb  bift  bn  ni*t  wiUig,  fo  Bvaud^'  id)  ©cmalt." 
3J?ein  55ater,  mein  S3ater,  jc^t  fa^t  cr  mic^  an! 
(SrttiJnig  ^t  mir  ein  ?eib«  gct^an!  — 

3)em  55ater  gvaufet'S,  er  reitet  gefc^n)inb, 
Sr  mt  in  ben  3(rmen  ba«  ad^jenbc  ttnb, 
(grreid^t  ben  §of  mit  2Jiii^'  unb  9iot^; 
3n  feinen  airmen  baS  ^inb  tear  tobt. 


:S)cr  lifc^er. 


Da«  2Baffer  vaufc^t',  ba«  Staffer  fc^tDotl, 

(gin  ^ifd^er  faj?  baran, 

Sat)  uadj  bem.  Sltigel  rul^ecoll, 

^'^t  6i8  an'0.§er5  |inan. 


PETER    GARDNER.  117 

—  "My  bonnie  boy,   wilt  gang  wi'  me? 

My  dochters  sail  tent  thee  gentily; 
My  dochters  sail  nichtly  lead  dances  o'  glee, 

An'  weel  sail  they  cradle  an'  sweet  sing  to  thee."  — 

My  faither,  my  faither,  an'  see  ye  no  there 

Glint  i'  the  mirk   place  his  dochters  sae  fair?" 
''My  son,  my  son,  I  see  it  fine  -^ 

Sae  grey  the  auld  saugh-trees  seem  to  shine." 

"I  lo'e  thee,  thy  beauty  doth  charm  me  sae, 
That  gin  thou's  no  willin',  I'll  gar  thee  gae." 

"My  faither,   my  faither',  he  grips  me  noo  ; 
Erl-King  has  ^vrocht  me  skaith,  I  trow." 

Swift  rides  the  faither,   he  groues  forfairn, 
He  bauds  in  his  arms  the  moanin'   bairn, 

He  reaches  his  ha'  in  dolour  an'  pain, 

The  bairn  in  his  arms  yyas  dead  and  gane  ! 


THE  FISHER. 

Translated  by  Theodore  Martin. 

Ihe  water  plash'd,   the  water  play'd, 

A  fisher  sat  thereby, 
And  mark'd,   as  to  and  fro  it  sway'd, 

His  float  with   dreamy  eye  ; 
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Unt)  toic  er  fi^t  uufc  toie  ev  laufc^t, 
!J]^eilt  fi(^  bie  glut^  em))or; 
^lu'g  fcem  bett>egten  2Baffer  vaufd^t 
(5in  feud)tc«  SBetb  ^ercor. 

(Sic  fang  ju  i^m,  fic  f))vac^  ju  i^m: 

2Ba«  locfft  bu  meiiie  S3rut 

IDl'it  9Jienfd>fnt»t^  unt  9)Jenfc^enItft 

^tnauf  in  Jobe^glutV- 

^i)  »ii§teft  bu,  tDie'«  Jifd^lein  ifl 

®o  wo^tig  auf  bem  ®vunb, 

3)u  ftiegft  tievunter  tcie  bu  feift 

Unb  toilrbep  erfit  gefunb. 

Mt  ftd^  bic  Uefee  Sonne  nid^t, 
!Der  a>?onb  ft(^  nic^t  im  2>teer? 
^e^rt  tDetlcnat^menb  i^r  ©cfic^t 
9?ic^t  bo^pelt  f(f>oncr  ^er? 
?orft  bid)  ber  tiefe  ^immel  nic^t, 
!Da«  feud)tcevilarte  ^ian'i 
?ocft  bic^  bein  eigen  ^ngefid^t 
9iic^t  Iter  in  ew'gen  X\)avL'^. 

:Da«  SBaffer  vaufc^t',  ba«  2Bafter  [c^moa, 

9ie^t'  i^m  ben  narften  ^u^ ; 

©ein  f)er5  n)uc^«  i^m  fo  fe^n[ud)t^t>on, 

2Bie  feci  ber  Siebften  ©rug. 

®ie  f^rac^  ju  t^m,  fie  fang  ju  ilnn; 

!Da  tear's  urn  i^n  gefd^e^n: 

^aI6  jog  fte  i^n,  i/a\h  fan!  er  '^in, 

Unb  toarb  ni(^t  mel^r  gefe^n. 
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And  as  he  sits  and  watches  there, 

He  sees  the  flood  unclose, 
And  from  the  parting  waves  a  fair 

Mermaiden  slowly  rose. 

She  sang  to  him  with  witching  wile, 

"My  brood  why  wilt  thou  snare. 
With  human  craft  and  human  guile, 

To  die  in  scorching  air? 
Ah  !   didst  thou  know  how  happy  we, 

Who  dwell  in  waters  clear, 
Thou  wouldst  come  down  at  once  to  me, 

And  rest  for  ever  here. 

"^The  sun  and  ladye-moon  they  -lave 

Their  tresses  in  the  main, 
And,  breathing  freshness  from  the  wave, 

Come  doubly  bright  again. 
The  deep-blue  sky,   so  moist  and  clear. 

Hath  it  for  thee  no  lure? 
Does  thine  own  face  not  woo  thee  down 

Unto  our  waters  pure?" 

The  water  plash'd,   the  water  play'd  — 

It  lapp'd  his  naked  feet ; 
He  thrill'd  as  though  he  felt  the  touch 

Of  maiden  kisses  sweet. 
She  spoke  to  him,  she  sang  to  him  — 

Resistless  was  her  strain   — 
Half-drawn,  he  sank  beneath  the  wave. 

And  ne'er  was  seen  again. 
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CDer  ilionjg  in  ^nU. 


a^  xcax  ein  ^onig  in  S^^ule, 
@ar  treu  6tg  an  tag  ®vab, 
3)em  fterbenb  fetne  33ui)Ie 
Sinen  goltnen  SSec^er  gab. 

(S8  ging  itjm  nt(!^t«  bariiber, 
(Sr  leert'  tt|n  jeben  S^maug; 
-Tie.  ^ugcn  gingen  i^m  iiber, 
<2o  oft  et  tvauf  bavau^. 

Unb  al«  er  tarn  ya  fterben, 
3a^lt'  er  feine  Stabt'  tm  9Jetd^, 
@onnt'  afleg  feinent  (Srben, 
^en  33e(^er  nic^t  jugteic^. 

Sr  fa^  Urn  ^onigSma^Ie, 

!I)te  9iitter  urn  i^n  ijer, 

2luf  ^oJ^em  33aterfaale, 

1)oxt  auf  bem  Sc^Io^  am  2)Jeer. 

!Dort  ftanb  bcr  aUe  B^^er, 
jlranf  (ejjte  8eben8glutl), 
Unb  warf  ben  l^eil'gen  33ed?er 
^inunter  in  bie  i^lutl^. 
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THE  KING  IN  THULE. 

Translated  by  Lord  Francis  Leveson   Gower. 

Ihere  was  a  King  in  Thule, 

Was  constant  to  the  grave ; 
And  she  who  loved  him  truly 

A  goblet  to  him  gave. 

Alike  the  old  man  cherish'd 

Her  memory  and  the  cup; 
And  oft,  to  her  who  perish'd, 

He  fill'd  and  drank  it  up. 

Ere  death  had  closed  his  pleasures, 
The  states  he  summon'd  all, 

And  portion'd  out  his  treasures, 
The  goblet  not  withal. 

With  all  his  knights  before  him 

He  feasted  royally, 
In  the  hall  of  those  who  bore  him, 

In  his  castle  by  the  sea. 

With  closing  life's  emotion, 
He  bade  the  goblet  flow  — 

Then  plunged  it  in  the  ocean, 
A  hundred  fathom  low. 
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Sr  fall  t^n  flurjen,  trinfen 
Unb  fin!en  ttef  in'«  SRccr. 
®ie  5lugcn  t^ten  it)m  fmfen; 
!Xran!  nie  einen  Sro^fen  me^v. 


l>(x  Sc^nfegraBer. 


'Xxm  am  S3eutel,  han!  am  ^erjcn, 
(Bifk)())pt'  ic^  meine  langen  3!agc. 
Jlrmut^  ift  tie  groptc  '^lage, 
9(feic^t^um  ift  ta«  ^iJc^fte  @ut! 
Unb,  ju  enben  metnc  (Sc^merjen, 
®ing  i(^  einen  ^d^ai}  ju  graben. 
SJJeinc  ©eele  [oUfl  tu  ^aben! 
<3{^rieb  t(^  t>in  mit  eignem  53(ut. 

Unb  fo  3og  id^  ^cif  um  ^etfe, 
(Stellte  tounberbare  ^^tammen, 
^aut  unb  ^no^entcer!  jufammen : 
j£)ie  Sefd^tDbrung  toax  »olIb.rac^t. 
Unb  auf  bie  gelernte  2Beife 
@ni6  id^  nad^  bem  alten  ®d>aljc 
5luf  bem  ongejetgten  'ipia^e: 
•Sc^toarj  unb  ftiirmifd^  tear  bte  ^ac^t. 

Unb  i(^  fa^  ein  ?i(^t  »on  »eiten, 
Unb  eg  !am  glet*  etnem  Sterne 
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He  saw  it  filling,   drinking, 

And  the  calm  sea  closing  o'er; 
His  eyes  the  while  were  sinking, 

No  drop  he  e'er  drank  more. 


THE  TREASURE-SEEKER. 

Translated  by  the  late  Professor  Aytoun. 


Many  weary  days  I  suffer'd, 

Sick  of  heart  and  poor  of  purse; 
Riches  are  the  greatest  blessing  — 

Poverty  the  deepest  curse ! 
Till  at  last  to  dig  a  treasure 

Forth  I  went  into  the  wood  — 
'"Fiend  I  my  soul  is  thine  for  ever!" 

And  I  sign'd  the  scroll  with  blood. 

Then  I  drew  the  magic  circles, 

Kindled  the  mysterious  fire, 
Placed  the  herbs  and  bones  in.  order, 

Spoke  the  incantation  dire. 
And  I  sought  the  buried  metal 

With  a  spell  of  mickle  might  ~— 
Sought  it  as  my  master  taught  me ; 

Black  and  stormy  was  the  night. 

And  I  saw  a  light  appearing 
In  the  distance,  like  a  star; 
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|)inten  au«  fcer  fernften  ^txnt    >  * 
Sben  al8  e«  jtoblfe  fc^lug. 
Unt)  ba  gait  fein  33orfeereiten. 
fetter  t»arb'«  mit  einemmale 
^on  bem  ©lanj  ber  coUen  (S(f>ale, 
3)ie  ein  fc^oner  -^nabe  trug. 

.^c(l)C  Slugen  fa^  tc^  Uinkn 
Unter  fcid^teni  SSIumenfran^e ; 
3n  t)e«  JranfeS  §tmme.l8glan5e 
Xrat  er  in  ben  trei8  l>evein. 
Unb  er  ^te^  mic^  freunfcli^  trinfen; 
Unt)  ic^  bac^t':  (S«  !ann  ber  ^na6e 
9)Zit  ter  fd^bnen  lid^ten  @abe 
2Bal^rUc^  nid^t  ber  33i3fe  fein. 

Srinfe  ^Kutl^  teS  veinen  Seben«! 
liDann  »erftei)ft  bu  bie  ^Seletjvung, 
tcmmft,  mit  iingftUc^er  33efc^»brung, 
5^ic^t  yaxM  an  biefen  £)rt. 
©vabe  Ijier  nid)t  mel|v  toergebenS. 
Xageg  2lrbeit!  3lbenb«  @afte! 
®aure  SBod^en!  %xo^c  ^t^tl 
(Set  bein  !iinftig  3<^ii^c^*»ort. 
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When  the  midnight  hour  was  tolling, 

Came  it  waxing  from  afar: 
Came  it  flashing,   swift  and  sudden, 

As  if  fiery  wine  it  were, 
Flowing  from  an  open  chalice,    ' 

Which  a  beauteous  boy  did  bear. 

And  he  wore  a  lustrous  chaplet. 

And  his  eyes  were  full  of  thought, 
As  he  stepp'd  into  the  circle 

With  the  radiance  that  he  brought. 
And  he  bade  me  taste  the  goblet  ; 

And  I  thought  —  "It  cannot  be, 
That  this  boy  should  be  the  bearer 

Of  the  Demon's  gifts  to  me!" 

"Taste  the  draught  of  pure  existence 

Sparkling  in  this  golden  urn. 
And  no  more  with  baleful  magic 

Shalt  thou  hitherward  return. 
Do  not  seek  for  treasures  longer ; 

Let  thy  future  spellwords  be, 
Days  of  labour,   nights  of  resting: 

So  shall  peace  return  to  thee !" 


born  1759,  died  1805. 


„!tptpcr  unt  stimmc  lei^t  bit  £4)rift  tern  flummcn  ©etftnfcn, 
Dut<^  itx  Sa^t^untcttt  €ticm  ttagt  \i)n  iai  ttttnte  Bloit.' 


9Ctt0:  „9Srt(rpttllciu0  Jrtgcr." 

9J*ter  auftritt. 


—  S3ergfna^3^en  trcten  auf  unb  fptelen  etnen  5BaIjev,  eift 
tangfam  unb  bann  immer  gefd^njiuber.  2)er  crfle  3agcr  tanjt 
mtt  ber  Stufwavterin;  bic  iUiarfetenberin  mit  bem  9ie« 
f  rut  en;  baS  SDiabd^en  cntf^jvtngt,  ber  3ager  Winter  tbr  ^cv,  unb 
belommt  ben  ^a^jujiner  ju  faffen,  ber  eben  l^creintrttt. 

^a^u}tner. 

j^etfa,  3u(j^^cta,  ©ufeelnumbei ! 

jDa8  ge^t  ja  ^od|  ^er.  33tn  andj  fcabei! 

3|l  t)a§  eine  3lnnee  ton  S^rtften? 

<2inD  toil-  .ntrfen?  fmb  h)iv  5(nabapttflen  ? 

jTreibt  man  fo  mit  bem  Gonntag  ©pott, 

%l^  l^atte  ber  allmac^tige  @ott 

2)ag  dfjiragra,  fijnnte  ntd^t  brein  f^tagen? 

3fjl'3  ie^t  3eit  JU  ©aufgelagen, 

3u  33anfetten  unb  getertagen? 

Quid  hie  statis  otiosi? 

2Ba«  ftef)t  tf)r  unb  legt  bie  §anbe  in  Sc^oo^' 

2)ie  ^teggfurte  Ift  an  ber  2)onau  log, 


"WALLENSTEIN'S  CAMP."    Scene  VHI. 
Translated  by  the  late  James  Churchill. 

{Enter  Miners  and  play  a  Waltz  —  atjirst  slowly  and  after- 
wards quicker.  —  The  first  Yager  dances  with  the  Girl,  the 
Sutler-woman  with  the  Recruit.  —  The  Girl  springs  away, 
and  the  Yager,  pursuing  her,  seizes  hold  of  a  Capuchin  Friar 
just  entering.) 

CAPUCHIN. 

Hurrah!  halloo!  tol,  lol,   de  rol,  le ! 

The  fun's  at  its  height !   I'll  not  be  away ! 

Is't  an  army  of  Christians  that  joins  in  such  works? 

Or  are  we  all  turned  Anabaptists  and  Turks? 

Is  the  Sunday  a  day  for  this  sport  in  the  land, 

As  though  the  great  God  had  the  gout  in  his  hand, 

And  thus  couldn't  smite  in  the  midst  of  your  band , 

Say,   is  this  a  time  for  your  revelling  shouts. 

For  your  banquetings,  feasts,  and  your  holiday  bouts? 

Quid  hie  statis  otiosi  ?  declare 

Why,   folding  your  arms,   stand  ye  lazily  there? 

While  the  furies  of  war  on  the  Danube  now  fare, 
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<Da8  5Boawerf  t)e«  ^ai)evlant?8  ift  gefallen, 

9Jegen«6ur9  liegt  in  te^  i^einfce§  ^raUen, 

Unb  tie  Irmee  liegt  ^iev  in  ^o^men, 

^flegt  ten  33auci^,  (a^t  fic^'8  tuenig  gramen, 

^mmert  fid^  mef)r  um  ben  ^rug  al8  ben  ^rieg, 

SBe^t  liefcev  ben  Sc^nabel  al§  ten  Sabel, 

^e^t  fic^  Ueber  I>evum  mit  ber  Dirn', 

^i^t  ben  Deafen  lieber  al8  ben  Ojrenflivn. 

!Dte  Sl^riften^eit  traueit  in  ®acf  nnb  2lid)e, 

3)er  Selbat  fiitlt  fid)  nuv  bie  Xciidjc. 

Ss  ift  eine  ^cit  ber  S^tjranen  unb  ^^iot^, 

31m  v^immet  ^efdjetien  Bt-'icf^^i^  "nb  2Bunber, 

Unb  aut^  ben  2Bo(!en,  blutivjvct^, 

^angt  ber  v^errgctt  ben  ^rteg^mantel  'runter. 

2)en  f ometen  ftecft  er,  tcie  eine  9vutl;e, 

3)rD^enb  am  .^immel^fenfter  an«, 

3)ie  ganje  SBelt  ift  ein  ^taget)au§, 

2)ie  2lr(^e  ber  tird^e  fd^ioimmt  im  33(ute, 

Unb  ba«  riJmifc^e  ^eid;  —  ba^  @ott  erbarm! 

©oUte  \t1^t  Ijei^en  riJmifd^  ^Irm; 

3?er  9?f)einftrom  ift  worben  ju  einem  ^einftrom, 

!Die  ^  lifter  finb  au§gencmmenc  9iefter, 

2)ie  S3i§ti)iimer  finb  oeriranbelt  in  Siiftt punter, 

2)ie  Stbteien  unb  bie  Stifter 

<Sinb  nun  9taubteien  unb  DiebeSHiif ter, 

Unb  aUe  bie  gefegneten  beutfcfien  Sanber 

©inb  toerfe^rt  njorben  in  Slenber  — 

2BoI>er  fommt  bag?  bag  will  id}  eu^  cerfiinben: 

jDa§  fd)reibt  fici^  ^er  con  euern  Saftern  unb  ©iinben, 

35on  bem  ©rauet  unb  ^eibenleben, 
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And  Bavaria's  bulwark  is  lying  lull  low, 
And  Ratisbon's  fast  in  the  clutch  of  the  foe. 
Yet,   the  army  lies  here  in  Bohemia  still, 
And  caring  for  nought,   so  their  paunches    they  fill! 
Bottles  far  rather  than  battles  you'll  get, 
And  your  bills  than  your  broadswords  more  readily  wet; 
With  the  wenches,  I  ween,  is  your  dearest  concern; 
And  you'd  rather  roast  oxen  than  Oxenstiern. 
In  sackcloth  and  ashes  while  Christendom's  grieving, 
No  thought  has  the  soldier  his  guzzle  of  leaving. 
'Tis  a  time  of  miser}',   groans  and  tears  ! 
Portentous  the  face  of  the  heavens  appears ! 
And  forth  from  the  clouds  behold  blood-red, 
The  Lord's  war-mantle  is  downward  spread  — 
While  the  comet  is  thrust  as  a  threatening  rod, 
From   the  window  of  Heaven  by  the  hand    of  God, 
The  world  is  but  one  vast  house  of  woe, 
The  ark  of  the  church  stems  a  bloody  flow. 
The  holy  Empire  —  God  help  the  same ! 
Has  wretchedly  sunk  to  a  hollow  name. 
The  Rhine's  gay  stream  has  a  gory  gleam, 
The  cloister's  nests  are  now  robbed  by  roysters , 
The  church-lands  now  are  changed   to    lurch-lands ; 
Abbacies,  and  all  other  holy  foundations 
Now  are  but  Robber-sees  —  rogues'  habitations. 
And  thus  is  each  once-blest  German  state 
Deep  sunk  in  the  doom  of  the  desolate  ! 
Whence  comes  all  this?    O  that  will  I  tell  — 
It  comes  of  your  doings,   of  sin,   and  of  hell; 
Of  the  horrible,  heathenish  lives  ye  lead, 

9* 
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Dcm  ftdi  Officier'  unt)  Soltaten  ergefcen. 
jDenn  bie  Sunt'  tft  Dev  9)?agnetenftetn, 
3)er  bag  (Sifeii  ^tel^et  ins  SanD  ^evein. 
luf  t)a«  Unvec^t,  ba  fotgt  t)a«  Hebel, 
2Bie  bte  S^^ran'  auf  ben  ^erben  3wiefcet, 
Winter  bent  U  fommt  gleid)  "oa^  SBe^, 
S)ag  tft  bte  Orbnung  im  %  ^  Q.. 

Ubi  erit  victoriae  spes, 
Si  ofFenditur  Deus?  2Bie  foU  man  ftegen, 
2Benn  man  bie  "jprebigt  fd^wanjt  unb  bte  9}?e§, 
S^itd^ta  t^ut,  ate  in  ben  2Bein^aufevn  liegen? 
3)te  ^rau  in  bem  (Stoangetium 
i^anb  ben  toertornen  @vo[c^en  tt)ieber, 
!iDer  ®au(  feineS  5l)atcr«  (gfel  wieber, 
jDer  3ofe^J^  feine  faubern  ^riiber; 
Slber  wer  bet  ben  ©olbaten  fucbt 
jDie  %vLx6)t  @otteg  unb  bte  gute  ^VL6^t 
Unb  bie  oc^am,  ber  wirb  nid^t  t>tel  finben, 
'^at'  er  aud^  I)unbcvt  Satevnen  anjiinben. 
3u  bem  "jprebiger  in  ber  2Biiften, 
2Bie  wir  lefen  im  (Soangeliften, 
^amen  aud>  bte  "Solbaten  gelaufen, 
S^aten  33u§e  unb  IieJ3en  fid)  taufen, 
l^ragten  i^n:   Quid  faciemus  nos? 
2Bie  mac^en  tcir'g,  ba^  tinr  fommen  in  Hbrafiam^  ®c^oo§  ? 

Et  ait  illis,  unb  ev  fagt: 
Neminem  concutiatis, 
Senn  i^r  niemanben  fc^inbet  unb  ^ladt. 
Neque  calumniam  faciatis, 
9iiemanb  »er(aftert,  auf  niemanb  (iigt. 
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Soldiers  and  officers  all  of  a  breed. 

For  sin  is  the  magnet,   on  every  hand, 

That  draws  your  steel  throughout  the  land ! 

As  the  onion  causes  the  tear  to  flow, 

So  Vice  must  ever  be  followed  by  Woe  — 

The  W  duly  succeeds  the  V, 

This  is  the  order  of  A,   B,   C. 

Ubi  erit  victoriae  spes, 
St  offenditur  Deus  ?    which  says, 
How,  pray  ye,   shall  victory  e'er  come  to  pass, 
If  thus  you  play  truant  from  sermon  and  mass, 
And  do  nothing  but  lazily  loll  o'er  the  glass? 
The  woman,  we're  told  in  the  Testament, 
Found  the  penny,   in  search  whereof  she  went. 
Saul  met  with  his  father's  asses  again. 
And  Joseph  his  precious  fraternal  train. 
But  he  who  'mong  soldiers  shall  hope  to  see' 
God's  fear,  or  shame,   or  discipline  —  he 
From  his  toil,  beyond  doubt,    will  baffled  return, 
Tho'  a.  hundred  lamps  in  the  search  he  burn. 
To  the  wilderness  preacher,   th'Evangelist  says. 
The  soldiers,   too,  throng'd  to  repent  of  their  ways. 
And  had  themselves  christen'd  in  former  days. 
Quid  faciemus  nos  ?  they  said  : 
Tow'rd  Abraham's  bosom  what  path  must  we  tread? 

Et  ait  Hits,   and,    said  he, 
Neminem  concutiatis ; 

From  bother  and  wrongs  leave  your  neighbours  free. 
Neque  calumniam  faciatts ; 
And  deal  not  in  slander  nor  lies,   d'ye  see? 
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Content!  estote,  eud^  i^egnit^t, 
Stipendiis  vestris,  mtt  euver  Sol^nung 
Unt)  toerftud^t  jebe  bofe  3luget»o^nung. 
(S«  ijl  ein  ©efcot:  "S^u  foUft  ten  9Zamen 
!iDetue«  ^errgcttg  iitc^t  citel  auSframeu! 
Unt>  too  l^ovt  mail  uiel)r  bla^p^emivcii, 
3l(«  I>ier  in  ben  gvieblanbifcften  ih-teg8quaitieren? 
2Senn  man  fiiv  jefcen  jDonner  unt  SU§, 
^  2)en  i^r  lo^bvennt  mit  cuver  ^ungenf^i^', 
jDie  ©locfen  miij^t'  Iduten  im  8anb  um^er, 
@«  tt>av'  bait  fetn  3J?e^nev  ju  finben  me^r. 
Unb  iDcnn  euc^  fuv  iebe^  bofe  ®c6et, 
jDag  ani  cuvem  ungewafd^nen  9)iuiibe  ge^t, 
(Sin  ^arlein  auSging  ou«  euvem  ®(!^o^)f, 
Ueber  9iad;t  War'  ev  gefc^oven  glatt, 
Unb  to'dv'  er  fo  birf  iDte  '2lbfaIon'«  3opf- 
3)er  3fofua  tear  boc^  auc^  ein  Solbat, 
^onig  ^aoib  erfc^lug  ben  ©oliatt), 
Unb  tt5o  fte^t  benn  gefd^rieben  ju  lefen, 
!l)a^  fie  folc^e  glud^mauter  fiiib  gereefen? 
9J?u§  man  ben  SJiunb  bod^,  id)  foUte  meinen, 
Sfitti^t  toeitcr  aufmaci^en  ju  einem  §elf  @ott! 
2ll«  JU  einem  ^reuj^Saderlot ! 
2lber  ttjeffen  bag  @efa§  ift  gefuHt, 
jDaoon  e8  [prubelt  unb  uberquiHt. 

aSieber  ein  @ebot  ift:  3)u  fottft  nid^t  flet)len. 
3;a,  bag  befolgt  i^r  nad)  bem  2Bort, 
3)enn  itjr  tragt  alle«  off  en  fort. 
3Jor  euren  ^lauen  unb  ©eierSgriffen, 
SJor  euren  ^raftifen  unb  bofen  tniffen 


JAMES    CHUBCHILIi.  135 

Contenti  estate  —  content  ye,   pray, 

Stipendiis  vestrts  —  with  your  pay  — 

And  curse  for  ever  each  evil  way. 

There  is  a  command  —  thou  shalt  not  utter 

The  name  of  the  Lord  thy  God,   in  vain ; 

But  where  is  it  men  most  blasphemies  mutter? 

Why  here,    in  Duke  Friedland's    headquarters,    'tis 

plain. 

If  for  every  thunder!  —  and  every  blast! 

Which  blazing  ye  from  your  tongue  points  cast, 

The  bells  were  but  rung,   in  the  country  round. 

Not,  a  bellman,  I  ween,  would  there  soon  be  found; 
And  if  for  each  and  ev'ry  unholy  prayer 

Which  to  vent  from   your  jabbering  jaws  you  dare, 
From  your  noddles  were  pluck'd  but  the  smallest  hair, 
Ev'ry  crop  would  be  smooth'd  e'er  the  sun  went  down. 
Tho'  at  morn  'twere  bushy  as  Absalom's  crown. 
Now  Joshua,  methinks,   was  a  soldier  as  well  — 
By  the  arm  of  King  David  the  Philistine  fell; 
But  where  do  we  find  it  written,  I  pray, 
That  they  ever  blasphemed  in  this  villanous  way? 
One  would  think  ye  need  stretch  your  jaws  no  more, 
To  cry,   "God  help  us !"  than  "zounds  !"  to  roar. 
But,  by  the  liquor  that's  pour'd  in  the  cask,  we  know 
With  what  it  will  bubble  and  overflow. 

Again,   it  is  written,  thou  shalt  not  steal, 
And  this  you  follow,   i'  faith,  to  the  letter, 
For  open-faced  robbery  suits  ye  better. 
The  gripe  of  your  vulture-claws  you  fix 
On  all  —  and  your  wiles  and  rascally  tricks       j 
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■3fl  tag  @elt)  ntd^t  geborgen  in  bev  Zxnii, 
!Da§  talb  nirf^t  fidier  in  tcr  ^^, 
•3^r  nebnit  bag  Si  unb  baS  $u^n  baju. 
Sag  fagt  ber  ^Jprebigev?  Contenti  estote, 
SBegniigt  cuc^  mit  euvem  Sommi^brote. 
2l6cr  wie  [oil  man  bte  .^nod)te  lobcn, 
^ommt  tod)  bag  3levgevni^  yon  okn ! 
SBie  bte  ©Uebcr,  fo  aud)  bag  v^anpt! 
SeiR  boc^  niemanb,  an  n?en  ter  glaubt! 

Srjtev  Sager. 

^ert  ^faff!  ung  (Soltaten  mag  (Sr  fd^im^jfen, 
i)en  i^elb^erm  fofl  (Sr  ung  nid)t  cerunglim^fen. 

Sa^u  J  in  er. 

Ne  custodias  gregem  meam ! 
!I)ag  ifl  fo  ein  %^ah  unb  3;erofccam, 
!Der  bie  33olfer  tjon  ber  ira^ren  ?e^reu 
3u  falfd^en  ©o^en  tt)ut  »erfe^ren. 

2:iom^)eter  unb  Diefrut. 
Sag  (Sr  ung  bag  nic^t  jwetmal  ^ovenl 

^  a  p  u  J  i  n  c  r. 

<So  ein  33ramarfeag  unb  (Sifenfreffer, 

Si0  einne^men  aUe  feften  ©d^toffer. 

9?iil^mte  fic^  mit  fetnem  gottlofeu  QJlunb, 

St  miiffe  Jjaben  bie  Statt  3tralfunt, 

Unb  »ar'  fie  mit  tetten  an  ben  ^immel  gefc^loffen. 
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Make  the  gold  unhid  in  our  coflFers  now, 

And  the  calf  unsafe  while  yet  in  the  cow  — 

Ye  take  both  the  egg  and  the  hen,   I  vow. 

Contenti  estate  —  the  preacher  said ; 

Which  means  —  be  content  with  your  army-bread. 

But  how  should   the  slaves   not  from  duty    swerve? 

The  mischief  begins  with  the  lord  they  serve. 

Just  like  the  members  so  is  the  head. 

I  should  like  to  know  who  can  tell  me  his  creed. 

FIBST    YAGER. 

Sir  Priest,    'gainst  ourselves  rail  on  as  you  will  — 
Of  the  General  we  warn  you  to  breathe  no  ill. 

CAPUCHIN. 

Ne  custodias  gregem  meam ! 

An  Ahab  is  he  and  a  Jeraboam, 

Who  the  people  from  faith's  unerring  way, 

To  the  worship  of  idols  would  turn  astray. 

TRUMPETER    and    RECRUIT. 

Let  us  not  hear  that  again,  we  pray. 

CAPUCHIN. 

Such  a  Bramarbas,   whose  iron  tooth 

Would  seize  all  the  strongholds  of  earth,  forsooth !  — 

Did  he  not  boast,   with  ungodly  tongue. 

That  Stralsund  must  needs    to  his   grasp  be  wrung, 

Though  to  heaven  itself  with  a  chain  'twere  strung? 
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2;vom^5cter. 
©topft  if>m  fetiter  fetn  ?aftevmaul? 

©0  ein  3el)u  unb  ^olofern, 

S5erleugnet,  h)te  ^^etxn8,  feincn  9)?eifter  unb  ^ernt, 

©rum  !ann  er  fcen  §a'^n  nid^t  l^Bren  fral^n  — 

©eibe  3agcr. 

^faffe!  3e^t  ift'«  urn  bid)  gefd^e'^n! 

So^ujtner. 

®o  ein  Ujiiger  gud^«  f)evot)e«  — 

Irom^Jctcr  unb  betbc  35gcr  (auf  t!^n  einbrtngenb) 

®(^»eig  ftitte!  ®u  bift  be«  Xobeg! 

^r  oat  en  (legcn  fid^  bietn). 

S3Iei6  ta,  ^fafflein,  fttrc^t'  bid)  nit, 
©og'  betn  ©^^rttd^el  unb  tl^eil'g  un«  mit. 

^a<)ujiner  [fd;ictt  tauter). 

©0  ein  ^odjmiit^iger  ^iebucabnejer, 

©0  ein  ®itnben»atev  unb  muffiger  te^er, 

?o§t  ftd^  nennen  ben  Sallenftein; 

^a  fveilid)  ift  er  un0  alien  ein  ©tein 

3)e«  2tnfto§e8  unb  lergerniffeg, 

Unb  fo  lang  ber  f aifer  biefen  ^riebelanb 

^a^t  roalUn,  fo  n^irb  nic^t  i^rieb'  im  Sanb. 

((5r  l^at  nad)   unb  nad;   bet  ben  le^teu  SBorten,    bie  er  mtt 

er^obncr  ©ttmme  f))rlc^t,  fetnen  9?il(Ijug  genommcn,  inbem  bie 

troaten  bie  iibrigcu  @oIbatcn  toon  tbm  afcnjetiren.) 
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TRUMPETER. 

Will  none  put  a  stop  to  his  slanderous  bawl? 

CAPUCHIN. 

A  wizard  he  is  I    —  and  a  sorcerer  Saul !   — 
Holofernes  !  —  a  Jehu  I    —  denying  we  know, 
Like  St.  Peter,   his  Master  and  Lord  below; 
And  hence  must  he  quail  when  the  cock  doth  crow  — 

BOTH    YAGERS. 

Now,  parson,  prepare;   for  thy  doom  is  nigh. 

CAPUCHIN. 

A  fox  more  cunning  than  Herod,  I  trow  — 
TRUMPETER  and  both  yagers  [pressing   against  him) . 
Silence,  again,    —  if  thou  wouldst  not  die  I 

CROATS    [interfering) . 
Stick  to  it,  father ;   we'll  shield  you,  ne'er  fear. 
The  close  of  your  preachment  now  let's  hear. 

CAPUCHIN   (still  louder). 
A  Nebuchadnezzar,   in  towering  pride ! 
And  a  vile  and  heretic  sinner  beside! 
He  calls  himself  rightly  the  stone  of  a  wall ; 
For,   faith  !   he's  a  stumbling-stone  to  us  all. 
And  ne'er  can  the  Emperor  have  peace  indeed, 
Till  of  Friedland  himself  the  land  is  freed. 

[During  the  last  passage,  which  he  pronounces  in  an  elevated 

voice,   he  has  been  gradtuxlly   retreating,  the  Croats  keeping 

the  other  soldiers  off.] 
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3fu5 :  „^tc  ^iccofomiiti " 

erficr  ^lufjug,  Dicrtct  9lufttitt. 

Max  ^iccolomint. 
®  fc^Sner  Sag,  toenn  enfclid)  ter  ©oltat 
3n«  Seben  Ijeimfetirt,  in  tie  9J?enfAtic^feit, 
3uni  frozen  3"9  ^i^  5^^"^"  fic^  entfalten, 
Uiit)  ^eimttavtS  fd^lagt  ber  fanfte  5net)en«mavf(!^. 
3Benn  afle  ^iite  fid)  unt)  ^'petme  fd^niiirfen 
Tlit  gvunen  SWaicn,  fcem  Ic^teii  9taub  ber  "Jctber ! 
I;er  Statte  X^ove  getjeu  auf  ton  [elbft, 
5ftic^t  tie  '^Petartc  bvaud^t  fie  met)r  ju  f^jrcngen; 
S?on  SWenfdjen  fint)  Die  2Balle  ving«  cvfitUt, 
SSon  friotltd^en,  tie  in  tie  Sitfte  griifeen,  — 
^eU  flingt  con  aUen  St^iirnicn  ta«  ©eldut, 
3)e«  felut'gen  3:age«  fvofie  ^ef^jer  fc^lagenb. 
5lu8  Xibvfevn  unb  au«  Stafcten  njimnielnc  ftriJmt 
(Sin  jaud)5ent  53oIf,  mit  liebent)  emfigcr 
3ubvingUd)feit  te8  ^eeve«  Sortjug  Ijinbernb  — 
iDa  fc^iittelt,  frol)  t)e«  no(!^  erlebten  Sag«, 
©em  ^eimgefel^rten  ®ol)n  ber  @rei«  bie  §anbe. 
(Sin  trembling  tritt  er  in  fein  (Sigent^um, 
jDa«  langft  cerlafjne,  ein;  mit  breiten  2leften 
'S^tdt  i^n  bev  33aum  bei  feiner  Siebevfet)v, 
!Der  fic^  jur  @erte  bog,  alg  er  gegangen, 
Unb  f(^am^ft  tritt  al^  Oungfrau  i^m  entgegen, 
2)ie  er  einft  an  ber  Slmme  Sruft  cerlie^. 
D !  gtudlid^,  n^enn  bann  auc^  fid)  eine  J^iir, 
<Bii)  jarte  2lrme  fanft  umfd^Ungenb  ijffnen  — 


THOMAS    CARLYLE.  141 

"THE  PICCOLOMINI."  Act  I.  Scene  IV. 
Translated  by  Thomas  Carlyle. 

MAX    PICCOLOMINI. 

O  blessed  bright  day,  when  at  last  the  soldier 
Shall  turn  back  to  life,   and  be  again  a  man ; 
Through  th'  merry  lines  the  colours  are  unfurl'd, 
And  homewards  beats  the  thrilling  soft  peacemarch; 
All  hats  and  helmets  deck'd  with  leafy  sprays, 
The  last  spoil  of  the  fields  !    The  city's  gates 
Fly  up ;    now  needs  not  the  petard    to  burst  them : 
The  walls  are  crowded  with  rejoicing  people ; 
Their  shouts  ring  through  the  air ;   from  every  tower 
Blithe  bells  are  pealing  forth  the  merry  vesper 
Of  that  bloody  day.    From  town  and  hamlet 
Flow  the  jocund  thousands ;   with  their  hearty 
Kind  impetuosity  our  march  impeding. 
The  old  man,   weeping  that  he  sees  this  day, 
Embraces  his  long-lost  son :   a  stranger 
He  revisits  his  old  home ;    with  spreading  boughs 
The  tree  o'ershadows  him  at  his  return. 
Which  waver'd  as  a  twig  when  he  departed  ; 
And,  modest  blushing,   comes  a  maid  to  meet  him, 
Whom  on  her  nurse's  breast  he  left.    O  happy ! 
For  whom  some  kindly  door  like  this,   for  whom 
Soft  arms  to  clasp  him  shall  be  open'd  ! 
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3(«&:  „25nffcnftcin5  Sob/' 

erftct  ?lufjug,  Biertcr  2luftntt. 


aGSaaenjiein,  mit  fid?  fetbfl  rebenb. 

JDar'«  mcglid)?  tcnnt'  id)  nic^t  me^r,  it)ie  id)  iDoflte? 
9f?ic^t  meiir  juritd,  ivie  miv'g  beliebt?  3d}  niiijjte 
®ie  2:^at  toollbringen,  t»eil  ic^  fie  gebad^t, 
Sfiid^t  fcic  35evfud)ung  oon  mir  ivic^  —  bag  .^evj 
@enaf)it  mit  biefem  Sraum,  auf  ungeiDiffe 
©I'fuIIung  ^in  t»ie  SDiittel  mil*  gef^art, 
2)ie  2i?egc  bloJ3  mil*  offcn  ^ab'  get)atten?  — 
93eim  groj^cn  ®ott  t)e§  §immcl8!  S§  wax  nidjt 
SO'Jein  Svnft,  kfc^toffne  ^a6^t  i»ar  eg  nie: 
3n  fcem  ©ebanfen  b(o§  gefiel  id)  mir; 
35ie  grei^eit  rcijte  mid)  unb  bag  33ermi>gen. 
SKav'g  Unred)t,  an  bem  @aufe(bilbe  mid) 
35er  !ijni9lid)en  §offnung  ju  evgb^eu? 
8Ueb  in  ber  33ru[t  mir  nid)t  bcr  Sifle  frei, 
Unb  fa^  id)  nic^t  ben  gutcn  2Beg  jnv  ®eite, 
5Der  mir  bie  9iud!e:^r  off  en  ftetg  Scn)at)rte? 
So^in  benn  fe^'  id)  ploi^lid)  mic^  gefii^rt? 
SBal^nloS  liegt'g  l)inter  mir,  unb  eine  SWauer 
Un9  meinen  eignen  SKerfen  bauf  fid)  auf, 
jDic  mir  bie  Umfe^r  t^iirmenb  l^emmt! 
(gr  bkibt  tieffiunig  ftc^en.) 
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THE  DEATH  OF  WALLENSTEIN. 

Act  I.  Scene  IV. 
Translated  by  S.  T.    Coleridge. 
WALLENSTEIN   (in  soliloquy) . 
Is  it  possible? 
Is't  so  ?    I  can  no  longer  what  I  loould  ? 
No  longer  draw  back  at  my  liking?  I 
Must  do  the  deed,  because  I  thought  of  it, 
And  fed  this  heart  here  with  a  dream?  Because 
I  did  not  scowl  temptation  from  my  presence, 
Dallied  with  thoughts  of  possible  fulfilment, 
Commenced  no  movement,  left  all  time  uncertain. 
And  only  kept  the  road,   the  access  open? 
By  the  great  God  of  Heaven!    It  was  not 
My  serious  meaning,   it  was  ne'er  resolve. 
I  but  amus'd  myself  with  thinking  of  it. 
The  free-will  tempted  me,   the  power  to  do 
Or  not  to  do  it.    —  Was  it  criminal 
To  make  the  fancy  minister  to  hope, 
To  fill  the  air  with  pretty   toys  of  air, 
And  clutch  fantastic  sceptres  moving  t'ward  me  ? 
Was  not  the  will  kept  free?   Beheld  I  not 
The  road  of  duty  close  beside  me    —  but 
One  little  step,  and  once  more  I  was  in  it? 
Where  am  I?  Whither  have  I  been  transported?. 
No  road,  no  track  behind  me,  but  a   wall 
Impenetrable,   insurmountable, 
Rises  obedient  to  the  spells  I  mutter'd 
And  meant  not  —  my  own  doings  tower  behind  me. 
[Pamea  and  remains  in  deep  thou  ght.) 
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©trafSar  erfc^etn'  id),  unt)  id;  tann  tie  ®d^ull», 
SBie  i^'8  »erfud)en  mag,  nic^t  t>on  mir  toaljen; 
!Denn  mi^  toerflagt  ter  ®o^))cIfinn  beg  SebenS, 
Unb  —  felbft  bev  fvommen  OueUe  reine  S^at 
SBtrb  ber  S3erbad|t,  fd^Unimbcutenb,  mir  tcrgiften. 
SBar  ic^,  wofilv  id;  gelte,  ber  53crvatl;er, 
3c^  ^tte  miv  ben  guten  ©c^cin  gef^^avt, 
2)ie  ^iille  l^att'  iif  bid^t  urn  mid)  gejogen, 
jDem  Unmut^  ®timme  itie  gelie^n.     2)er  Unfd>ulb, 
jDe«  unfevfii^vten  2Bitten§  mir  betuufU, 
©ab  idb  ber  !^aune  9^aum,  ber  ?eibenfc^aft  —   . 
.<^ut|n  toax  ba8  SBort,  wcil  eg  bie  Xi)at  nid)t  tuar, 
3e^t  iDerben  fie,  wag  ^lanlog  ift  gefc^ef)n, 
2Beitfe'^enb,  ^lanooU  mir  jufammenfnii^fen, 
Unb  toai  ber  S^xn,  unb  xoai  ber  fro'^e  9)?utl) 
9)^i(^  fyred)eu  tic§  im  Uefcerflu§  beg  ^erjeng, 
3u  funftUd)em  ©ewcbe  mir  toereinen 
Unb  eine  ^(age  furd)tfear  braug  bereiten, 
2)agegen  id^  t^erftummen  mu§.     ©o  l^aB'  ic^ 
SOtit  eignem  9Jc^  toerberblid^  mic^  umftridt, 
Unb  nur  @e»a(tt^at  !ann  eg  reipenb  liJfen. 


(SBiebcvum  ftitt  ftcf)cnb.) 


Sie  anberg!  ba  beg  5Dkt^eg  freier  Xxkh 
3ur  fu^nen  Z^at  mic^  jog,  bie  rau^  gebietenb 
®ie  9ioti)  je^t,  bie  Srl^altung  i^on  mir  I^eifc^t. 
emft  ift  ber  StnfcUcf  ber  9^otI;njenbigfeit. 
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A  punishable  man   I  seem;   the  guilt, 

Try  what  I  will,   I  cannot  roll  off  from  me: 

The  equivocal  demeanour  of  my  life 

Bears  witness  on  my  prosecutor's  party; 

And  even  my  purest  acts  from  purest  motives 

Suspicion  poisons  with  malicious  gloss. 

Were  I  that  thing  for  which  I  pass,   that  traitor, 

A  goodly  outside  I  had  sure  reserv'd, 

Had  drawn  the  cov'rings  thick  and  double  round  me, 

Been  calm  and  chary  of  my  utterance; 

But  being  conscious  of  the  innocence 

Of  my  intent,   my  uncorrupted  will, 

I  gave  way  to  my  humours,  to  my  passion : 

Bold  were  my  words,  because  my  deeds  were  not. 

Now  every  planless  measure,   chance  event. 

The  threat  of  rage,   the  vaunt  and  joy  and  triumph, 

And  all  the  May-games  of  a  heart  o'erflowing, 

Will  they  connect,   and  weave  them  all  together 

Into  one  web  of  treason;    all  will  be  plain. 

My  eye  ne'er  absent  from  the  far-off  mark. 

Step  tracing  step,   each  step  a  politic  progress; 

And  out  of  all  they'll  fabricate  a  charge 

So  specious,   that  I  must  myself  stand  dumb. 

I  am  caught  in  my  own  net,  and  only  force. 

Naught  but  a  sudden  rent  can  liberate  me. 

[Pauses  again.) 
How  else  !   since  that  the  heart's  unbias'd  instinct 
Impell'd  me  to  the  daring  deed  which  now 
Necessity,   self-preservation,   orders. 
Stern  is  the  on-look  of  necessity. 

GoLDScHMiDT,  German  Poetry.  10 
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3n  be«  @efd)td8  gef)etmni§»oUe  Urne. 

Qn  meiner  S3ruft  ii>ar  meine  S^at  nod)  mein; 

Stnmal  enttaffen  au«  bem  fid^ern  2Btnfet 

jDe«  C>ci>'n^,  i£)rem  miittevlic^en  23ot)en, 

.^inau^ggegefceu  in  te§  2e6en§  5vcmt5e, 

©e^ijrt  fie  jenen  tud'fc^en  9)Jad)ten  an, 

3)ie  fetneS  9D^enfd»en  ^nft  tertvauUd;  mad)t. 

(@r   mad^t  l^eftige  @^vttte   burd^S   3""'"^'^'    ^'i«"    tlcUn   cr 
uneber  fimieub  ftel;cu.) 

Unt  toag  ift  tetn  i8eginnen?  ^aft  bu  bir'« 

3luc^  refclid)  felSft  kfannt?  3)u  lutUft  tie  a)^ad)t, 

3)ie  ru^ig,  fid)cv  tljrcuente  evfc^iittevn, 

3)ie  in  oerjia^vt  gel^eiligtem  Scfi^, 

3n  ter  ©eiDofin^eit  feftgcgviint'et  ruf)t, 

1)k  an  ber  55ol!ev  frommem  ^infcevglauben 

2Jiit  tanfenfc  ^al^en  aBnrjeln  fid;  fcefefttgt. 

I^aS  wirt)  fein  itam^f  fcer  traft  fein  mit  ber  fvaft, 

!Den  fur(!^t'  ic^  nici^t.     9)?it  jebem  ©egner  hjag'  id)'«, 

jDen  ic^  !ann  fel)en  uub  in8  5Iuge  faff  en, 

1)tx,  felbft  t)cU  ?D?utl),  and)  mtv  ben  Mnii)  entflammt. 

Sin  unfid^tfcarer  i^einb  ift'§,  ben  ic^  fiirdjte, 

SDer  in  bev  ?0?enf(i^en  33rnft  miv  n.nberftel;t, 

Tiuvc!^  feige  guvd^t  aHein  mtr  fiivd)terUd)  — 

9iic^t,  taai  lebenbig,  fraftcott  fid}  terfiinbtgt, 

3ft  ba«  gefa{)rlid)  guid)t&are.     5)a8  gan^ 

©emeine  ift'S,  ba§  et»ig  ©eftrtge, 

2?a§  imnier  n>ar  unb  immer  «jieber£c()vt 

Unb  morgen  gi(t,  icetCS  f)eute  ^t  gegolten! 

3)cnn  au§  ©emeinem  ift  ber  3)?enf(^  gemac^t, 
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Not  without  shudder  may  a  human  hand 
Grasp  the  mysterious  urn  of  destiny. 
My  deed  was  mine,   remaining  in  my  bosom. 
Once  suffer'd  to  escape  from   its  safe   corner 
Within  the  heart,   its  nursery  and  birth-place, 
Sent  forth  into  the  foreign,   it  belongs 
For  ever  to  those  sly  malicious  powers 
Whom  never  heart  of  man  conciliated. 

[Paces  in  agitation  throiujh  the  cluimher ,  then  pauses ,    and, 
after  the  pause,  breaks  out  again  into  audible  soliloquy.) 

What  is  thy  enterprise?  thy  aim?  thy  object? 

Hast  honestly  confess'd  it  to  thyself? 

Power  seated  on  a  quiet  throne  thou'dst  shake, 

Power  on  an  ancient  consecrated  throne, 

Strong  in  possession,   founded  in  old  custom ; 

Power  by  a  thousand  tough  and  stringy  roots 

Fix'd  to  the  people's  pious  nursery-faith. 

This,  this  will  be  no  strife  of  strength  with  strength; 

That  I  fear'd  not.    I  brave  each  combatant, 

Whom  I  can  look  on,  fixing  eye  to  eye. 

Who,   full  himself  of  courage,   kindles  courage 

In  me  too.    'Tis  a  foe  invisible 

The  which  I  fear  —  a  fearful  enemy. 

Which  in  the  human  heart  opposes  me, 

By  its  coward  fear  alone  made  fearful  to  me. 

Not  that,   which  full  pf  life,   instinct  *vith  pow'r, 

Makes  known  its  present  being ;    that  is  not 

The  true,  the  perilously  formidable. 

0  no !   it  is  the  common,  the  quite  common, 

The  thing  of  an  eternal  yesterday, 

10* 
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UnD  tie  ©etDo^n^cit  nenut  ev  fetne  2lmme. 
2Be^  Cem,  t»er  an  ten  iDiivCig  alten  $au«rat^ 
3^m  rii^rt,  bag  t^euve  Svfeftucf  feiner  2ll)nen! 
3)a«  3a^v  iifct  eine  ^eiligenbe  ^vaft; 
2Ba§  gvau  t>or  filter  ift,  Ca^  ift  U?m  gbttUci^. 
@ei  im  33efi^e,  unt  bu  iwol^uft  tm  ^ec^t, 
Unb  ^eilig  tt3tvb'§  bie  9)icnge  biv  beiwa^ren. 

(3u  bent  ^ageii,  ber  l^crcintvttt.) 
2)ev  fc^toeb'fd^e  £)6erft?  3ft  er'«?  9Jun,  er  fonime. 

($agc  gcl^t:  SBancnpciu  ^at  ben  33ii(I  uad&bcnfeub 
auf  bie  Sfj^v  gckftet.) 

9iodi  ift  fie  rein  —  ncdf)!  ba§  ^evbrec^en  fam 
S^iicfet  uber  biefe  Sd^toeUe  nod)  —  So  fc^nial  ift 
jDie  ©renje,  bie  pad  SefceitSpfabe  fAeibet! 


3(U5:  „35tt(rett(Tlcin's  m.'' 
Titittn  ^ufjug,  breijc^nter  3tufttitt, 

(aBaUcnjtctn  im  §avmfd^.) 

)Du  l^ajl'8  erreid^t,  Dctatoio!  —  gaft  bin  id^ 

3e^t  fo  uerlaffen  wieber,  atg  id)  einft 

S3om  ^iegen^buvger  i^urftentage  ging. 

SDa  ^tt'  idb  nid)t«  mei)r  al«  mid)  felbft  —  boc^  voai 
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What  ever  was,   and  ever  more  returns, 
Sterling  to-morrow,   for  to-day  'twas  sterling! 
For  of  the  wholly  common  is  man  made, 
And  custom  is  his  nurse  !   Woe  then  to  them, 
Who  lay  irreverent  hands  upon  his  old 
House-furniture,   the  dear  inheritance 
From  his  forefathers.    For  time  consecrates ; 
And  what  is  grey  with  age  becomes  religion. 
Be  in  possession,  and  thou  hast  the  right, 
And  sacred  will  the  many  guard  it  for  thee  ! 

'To  the  page,  who  enters.) 
The  Swedish  officer?  —  Well,   let  him  enter. 
{The  page  exit;    Wallenstein  fixes  his  eye   in  deep  thought 

on  the  door,) 
Yet  is  it  pure  —  as  yet!    —  the  crime  has  come 
Not  o'er  this  threshold  yet  —  so  slender  is 
The  boundary  that  divideth  life's  two  paths, 

THE  DEATH  OF  WALLENSTEIN. 

Act  III.  Scene  XUI. 

Translated  by  S.  T.   Coleridge. 

WALLENSTEIN  (in  armour ;   loquitur}  : 

Ihou  hast  gained  thy  point,  Octavio ;  once  more  am  I 
Almost  as  friendless  as  at  Regensburg  ; 
There  I  had  nothing  left  me,   biit  myself  — 
But  what  one  man  can  do,  you  have  now  experience. 
The  twigs  have  you  hew'd  off,   and  here  I  stand 
A  leafless  trunk.    But  in  the  sap  within 
Lives  the  creating  power,   and  a  new  world 
May  sprout  forth  from  it.    Once  already  have  I 
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@in  2)?anu  fann  irert^  fein,  ^bt  i^r  fdtyon  evfal^ven. 
•Den  ®(6murf  fcer  S^^iS^  ^^^^  i^^"  abge^uen, 
3)a  ftei)'  id),  etii  cntlaubtev  <Stamm !     ©od)  inncn 
3tm  2)Zarfe  (ebt  Die  fd^affenbe  ®ei»alt, 
jDie  f^jroffenb  eine  2BeIt  au8  fid)  i3eBoven. 
@(f>on  eiunial  gait  id^  euc^  ftatt  eiiicd  ipeerg, 
d<if  Sin^elnev.  3)al)iiii5efd^mol',cn  tor 
jDer  fc^toefc'i'c^en  3tavfe  waxen  euve  ^eere, 
%m  i^ec^  fanf  Siai),  euer  letter  Apovt, 
3n8  33a^erlant),  wie  ein  gefd^njoflner  (Strom, 
(Srgo^  fid)  biefer  @uftai>,  unt)  ju  Sieit 
3fn  feiner  ^cfburg  jittevte  bcv  i^viifev. 
<3oIt)aten  tvaveit  t^eitev,  tenn  tic  9)Jengc 
®el>t  nad;  teiii  ©liid  —  3!)a  tcantJtc  man  cie  %n^m 
5lttf  mid>,  ben  ^elfer  in  bev  ^^iotV,  e^  beugte  fid^ 
®er  (itolj  be3  5?aifer«  t*ov  bem  (Sd^tDercjefranftcn, 
3d^  folltc  auffte^n  mit  bent  (SdjopfnngSnjort 
Unb  in  bie  I;o^Ien  Vagev  ^[Renfd^en  famnteln. 
^6^  t^t'g.     jDie  2;ronimet  »arb  gcriifirt.     3)?ein  ^Jiame 
@ing,  t»ie  ein  .trieg^gott,  buvc^  bie  3iV'lt.     !5)er  ^f(ug, 
2)ie  2Bevf ftatt  loirb  ferlaffen,  alle^  njimmelt 
jDer  altbefannten  ^offnung^fa^ne  ^u  — 
—  yiod}  fit^C  id)  mid)  benfelben,  ber  ic^  war! 
(g«  ift  ber  ©eift,  ber  fid)  ben  ^in-yer  taut, 
Unb  grieblanb  tt>irb  fein  Sager  urn  fid)  fitQen. 
f^til^rt  cure  Saufenbe  mir  fiif)n  entgegen, 
@ett)ot)nt  too'ifi  fiub  fie,  unter  mir  ^u  fiegen, 
9iic^t  gegen  mid)  —  2Benn  §aupt  unb  ©lieber  fid^  trenn&n, 
SDa  »irb  fld^  jeigen,  wo  bie  ®eele  wotinte. 
Olio  mTb  2;cv5ftt  trcteu  ein.) 
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Prov'd  myself  worth  an  army  to  you   —  I  alone ! 
Before  the  Swedish  strength  your  troops  had  melted ; 
Beside  the  Lech  sunk  Tilly,  your  last  hope ; 
Into  Bavaria,   like  a  winter-torrent, 
Did  that  Gustavus  pour,  and  at  Vienna 
In  his  own  palace  did  the  Emperor  tremble. 
Soldiers  were  scarce,   for  still  the  multitude 
Follow  the  luck  :  all  eyes  were  turnd  on  me, 
Their  helper  in  distress  :  the  Emperor's  pride 
Bow'd  itself  down  before  the  man  he  had  injur'd. 
'Twas  I  must  rise,   and  with  creative  word 
Assemble  forces  in  the  desolate  camps. 
I  did  it.    Like  a  god  of  war,  my  name 
Went  thro'  the  world.   The  drum  was  beat  —  and  lo  ! 
The  plough,   the  work-shop  is  forsaken ;   all 
Swarm  to  the  old  familiar,  long-lov'd  banners; 
And  as  the  wood-choir,  rich  in  melody. 
Assemble  quick  around  the  bird  of  wonder, 
When  first  his  throat  swells    with    his   magic   song, 
So  did  the  warlike  youth  of  Germany 
Crowd  in,   around  the  image  of  my  eagle. 
I  feel  myself  the  being  that  I  was. 
It  is  the  soul  that  builds  itself  a  body ; 
And  Friedland's  camp  will  not  remain  unfill'd. 
Lead  then  your  thousands  out  to  meet   me  —  true! 
They  are  accustom'd  under  me  to   conquer, 
But  not  against  me.    If  the  head  and  limbs 
Separate  from  each  other,   'twill  be  soon 
Made  manifest,   in  which  the  soul  abode. 
{Illo  and  Tcrtsky  enter.) 
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Tluti).  greunte,  '^mi)\  Sir  [infc  iioc^  ni^t  ju  8ot)en. 
gunf  jRegimenter  Sevjft)  finC  nod)  unfer 
Unt  33utler'8  t»arfre  S(^aaven  —  9)iorgen  ftiJfet 
6in  ^eev  ju  ung  ocn  fe^je^ntaufenb  ®d)\»et)en. 
5fiic^t  mad)t'gev  tear  ic^,  al«  id)  »or  neun  3at)vcn 
«n«jog,  tern  ^aifer  35eutfd)(ant  ju  erofcern. 

ms:  ,^aircnftciit'5  Sob." 

Cicrtcr  ?lufjug,  jcljntet  9luftritt. 


* 


25er  fc^ivebifdje  ^au^Jtmanu. 
Wit  ftanten,  feinc«  UeberfaU^  getoartig, 
S3ei  5Reuftatt  fd^irad)  »evfd)aujt  in  unfevm  Sager, 
%li  gegen  '2lbent  eine  3Bo(!e  Staubei^ 
?lufj^ieg  »om  2Balt  ^cr,  unfev  33ovtra6  flictjenb 
3n«  ?oger  [tuvjte,  rief,  bev  (^cinb  fei  ba. 
SBir  fatten  eben  niiv  nod)  3*^it'  "i^^  fd)neU 
3luf«  '^ferb  3U  trevfen,  ba  turd)bvad)en  fd)on, 
3n  ootlem  9toffe«(auf  ba^er  ge|>vcngt, 
5)ie  ^a^)pent)eimer  ben  S3er^d;  fd)nefl  tt)av 
S)er  ©raben  aud>,  ber  fid)  um«  Ji'agev  jog, 
S3on  biefen  ftitvm'id)en  2d)aaren  uberftogen. 
3)o(^  unfcefonnen  ^tte  fie  ber  Wiutl) 
9?orau§gefu^vt  ben  anbern,  n^eit  baf)inten 
SBar  noc^  ba«  gufetoolf,  nur  bie  ^:|5appen^einier  iraren 
2)em  fitfinen  gii^rer  fiif>n  gefolgt.  — 
(X^efla   mac^t   eine  SSewegung.     S)er  ^au^tmann  ^a(t  einen 
-ilnQinbiid  imtc,  ti«  fie  i^m  eineu  Sinf  giefct,  fortjufa^ren.) 


J 
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Courage,  friends!  Courage  I  We  are  still  unvanquish'd ; 
I  feel  my  footing  firm;   five  regiments,   Tertsky, 
Are  still  our  own,   and  Butler's  gallant  troops; 
And  a  host  of  sixteen  thousand  Swedes  to-morrow. 
I  was  not  stronger,   when  nine  years  ago 
I  march'd  forth,   with  glad  heart   and  high  of  hope, 
To  conquer  Germany  for  the  Emperor. 


THE  DEATH  OF  WALLENSTEIN. 

Act  IV.  Scene  X. 
Translated  by  S.  T.  Coleridge. 


THE    SWEDISH    CAPTAIX. 

We  lay,  expecting  no  attack,   at  Neustadt, 
Intrench'd  but  insecurely  in  our  camp. 
When  towards  evening  rose  a  cloud  of  dust 
From  the  wood  thitherward;   our  vanguard  fled 
Into  the  camp,  and  sounded  the  alarm. 
Scarce  had  we  mounted,   ere  the  Pappenheimers, 
Their  horses  at  full  speed,   broke  thro'  the  lines. 
And  leap'd  the  trenches ;  but  their  heedless  courage 
Had  borne  them  onward  far  before  the  others  — 
The  infantry  was  still  at  distance ;    only 
The  Pappenheimers  followed  daringly 
Their  daring  leader  — 

[Thekla    betrays   (Kjitation    in  her  gestures.     The    Officer 
pauses  till  sJie  makes  a  sign  to  hitn  to  proceed.) 
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fScn  ijorn.unt)  ton  ten  t^Ianfen  fasten  iDtv 

2te  je^D  mit  ber  gan^en  9Jeitcrei 

Unt)  trangten  fie  5uvurf  ^um  @raben,  toe  i 

3)a«  §u6i>clf,  fd)nen  georfrnet,  eineh  $^eAen  ; 

S3on  'i^Mfen  it)nen  ftarv  entgegenftredte.  | 

9ii(^t  »ortt>art8  fonnten  fie,  anij  nid>t  ^uviidf, 

©efcilt  in  bvangtoll  fiird)tevUd)e  (Snge. 

jDa  rief  tcv  9il;cingvaf  ttjrem  Jiitirer  ju, 

3fn  guter  Sd^Iaci^t  fid^  ef>vU^  ju  ergefcen; 

!Der  Ofeevft  ^iccolomini  — 

(X!;cfla,  fdmnubelub,  fafjt  cinen  ©effet.) 
3;l)n  niadyte 
1)er  §e(mbufc^  fenntUd^  unfe  fcaS  lange  §aar, 
35om  vaf(i^eu  i)iitte  xoax'^  ifjni  lo^gegangen  — 
3um  @raben  roinft  ev,  fpvengt,  ter  Svfte,  felbft 
(Sein  et)te«  9?o§  fcarubev  »eg,  it;m  ftitv^t 
^a8  l^Hegiment  nac^  —  t)D(^  —  fd)on  iwar'S  gefd^et)n! 
®ein  'ilJferD,  »on  etner  ^arttfan  tiurd)ftcf^en,  baumt 
Sid)  roiit^ent),  fci^leutert  weit  fcen  9ieitev  ab, 
Unt  ^0^  weg  uber  i^n  gel)t  tie  ®en>a{t 
^er  9?offe,  feinent  B^S"^^  i"»^^^"  get)ord»ent). 

(Sbcfla,   ivefc^c  bte  tc|3tcu  9tebcu  mtt  alien  3ctc^cn  wac^fenber 

3lngfl  bcgtcitet,   Mrfallt  in  ein  l;cfttge^  Bittern,  ftc  unit  ftnfen; 

graulcin  9Jcubrunn  eitt  l;inju  unb  em^fangt  fie  in  i^ven  Strmen.) 

9ienbiunn. 

?Otein  t^eureg  i^rautein  — 

$au)5tmann  (gcvU^rt). 

^6^  entfeme  mic^. 

2t;efta. 

(S«  ift  Doriiber  —  feringen  ®ie'«  ^u  (Snte. 
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Both  in  van  and  flanks 
With  our  whole  cavalry  we  now  receiv'd  them, 
Back  to  the  trenches  drove  them,   where  the  loot 
Stretch'd  out  a  solid  ridge  of  pikes  to  meet  them. 
They  neither  could  advance,   nor  yet  retreat; 
And  as  they  stood  on  every  side  wedg'd  in, 
The  Rhinegrave  to  their  leader  call'd  aloud. 
Inviting  a  surrender ;   but  their  leader. 
Young  Piccolomini  — 

[Thekla,  giddy,  grasjts  a  chair.) 

KnoAvn  by  his  plume, 
And  his  long  hair,   gave  signal  lor  the  trenches; 
Himself  leap'd  first,  the  regiment  all  plung'd  after.  — 
His  charger,   by  an  halbert  gor'd,  rear'd  up. 
Flung  him  with  violence  off,   and  over  him, 
The  horses,  now  no  longer  to  be  curb'd  — 

{Thekla,  who  has  accompanied  the  last  speech  with  all  the 

marks    of  increasing    agony ,    trembles    through    her   whole 

frame,  and  is  falling.   The  lady  Neubrmm  runs  to  her,  and 

receives  her  into  her  arms.) 

LADY     NEUBKUNN. 

My  dearest  Lady  — 

CAPTAIN. 

I  retire. 

THEKLA . 

'Tis  over. 
Proceed  to  the  conclusion. 
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§au^tmann. 

!Da  er^vtff,  al«  fie  ten  plover  falleu  fa^n, 
3)ie  2;rm)^)en  grtmmig  wut^enbe  SBev^tueiflung. 
S)er  etgnen  ^iettung  tenft  \ti}t  !etner  mef)V. 
©leicf)  tBtlfeen  Sigern  fed)ten  [ie;  e«  vei^^t 
^ifx  ftavTev  SBtberftanb  fete  Unfrigen, 
Unfc  e^ev  ntc^t  erfolgt  be«  S^am^jeg  (Snte, 
3118  bt8  fcer  leljte  3)lanu  gefallen  ift. 

2:^  eft  a  (mit  jttternbcv  @ttmme). 
Unb  »o  —  wo  ift  —  Sie  fagten  mir  ni^t  aUeg. 

>v>auptmaun  (nad^  ctner  ^aufe). 
^eut  ftit^  fceftatteten  wir  i^n.  3^n  trugen 
3tt}ctf  3ituglinge  bev  ebelften  @efd)le^ter, 
S)a«  gan;je  ipeev  bcgteitete  tie  33at)ve. 
©in  Sorbeer  fdjmuctte  feinen  <BaXQ,  brauf  legte 
!iDer  ^ffl^etngraf  felbft  ten  eignen  ©iegcrbegen. 
2lu(^  S^ranen  fetjlten  feiuem  ®d)t(ffal  nid;t, 
®enn  toiele  finb  bei  un§,  tie  feine  ©rc^mutfj 
Unt)  feincr  Sitten  ^^veunblic^feit  erf a^veu, 
Unt>  aUe  rii^rte  fein  ©efdjid.     ®ern  ^atte 
2)er  jR^etngraf  i^n  gevettet,  boc^  er  felbft 
SSereitelt'  e8;  man  fagt,  er  woflte  fterben. 


S.    T.     COLEEIDGE.  157 


Wild  despair 
Inspir'd  the  troops  with  frenzy  when  they  saw 
Their  leader  perish :    every  thought  of  rescue 
Was  spurn'd :  they  fought  like  wounded  tigers ;  their 
Frantic  resistance  rous'd  our  soldier)- ; 
A  murderous  fight  took  place,   nor  was  the  contest 
Finish'd  before  their  last  man  fell. 

THEKLA   [faltering] . 

And  where  — 
Where  is  —  You  have  not  told  me  all. 
CAPTAIN    [after  a  ^)ause) . 

This  morning 
We  buried  him.     Twelve  youths  of  noblest  birth 
Did  bear  him  to  interment;   the  whole  army 
Follow' d  the  bier.   A  laurel  deck'd  his  coffin ; 
The  sword  of  the  deceas'd  was  placed  upon  it, 
In  mark  of  honour,  by  the  Rhinegrave's  self.    , 
Nor  tears  were  wanting ;   for  there  are  among  us 
Many,  who  had  themselves  experienced 
The  greatness  of  his  mind,   and  gentle  manners; 
All  were  affected  at  his  fate.  The  Rhinegrave 
Would  willingly  have  sav'd  him ;   but  himself 
Made  vain  th'  attempt  —  'tis  said  he  wish'd  to  die. 
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3^rofo9  5ttr:  ^^tincjfrnu  DOn  ©rfcflns." 

Sicrtcr  "Jlurttitt. 


(3o  Joanna  b'31rc,  altchi  auf  ber  Sii(;uc,  [agt  t^rcm  §ctmat^' 

i(>ale  ScfceiTP^I.   Sic  l>at  ciiicu  §c(m  auf  bem  A^au^Jte,  ben  fie 

ekn  jutov  tjon  Scvtvam  em^fangcu.) 

£e6t  »of)l,  it)v  i^erge,  it)r  gclicbtcn  Xviften, 
Oi)r  traulid)  ftiUen  3:f)aler,  lobet  tcotyi ! 
Oo^anna  wivb  nun  nic^t  mol)r  auf  eud)  ivanfceln, 
3ol^anna  fagt  end)  cwig  I'ektDoI)!! 
3;^v  2Btefen,  tie  id)  waffevte,  t[)V  33aunie, 
3)ie  i(^  ^e^jflan^et,  ipitnet  fvcl;ltd)  fcit ! 
?ebt  m\^l,  ii}x  ©rotten  unb  i^r  fiiljlen  2?vunnen, 
jDu  Sd^o,  tjolbe  Stimme  tiefe«  X^al^, 
!Die  oft  miv  Slnttrovt  cjab  auf  meine  Sieber, 
3io^anna  cjel^t,  unl)  ninimer  fel)it  fie  luieber! 

•3f)r  'jpia^e  atte  nieiner  fttUcn  gveuten, 
Suc^  taff'  id;  ^intev  miv  auf  immeitar. 
3erftveuet  eud),  il;>r  I'ammer,  auf  ten  ^etben! 
^i)x  feit  jetjt  etne  l)irtenlofe  ©c^aav, 
3)enn  eine  autre  §eerte  mu§  tc^  ireiten 
'iDort  auf  tern  fetut'geu  5^ette  ter  ©efafjr. 
(So  ift  te§  @eifteg  9iuf  an  mid)  ergangen, 
Wi6)  treibt  nic^t  ettlel,  irtifc^eg  S3erlangen. 
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THE  MAID  OF  ORLEANS.    Prologue  :    Scene   IV. 
Translated  by  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat. 

JOAN    or    AKC, 

alone  on  the  stage,  is  bidding  farewell  to  her  native  valley. 

She  has  upon  her  head  a  helmet,  which  she  has  Just  before 

obtained  from  Bertram. 

Farewell!   ye  hills,   and  ye  the  haunts  I  love, 

Familiar  dales,  where  silence  still  doth  dwell ; 
No  more  Johanna  through  your  shades  will  rove, 

Johanna  bids  you  all  a  long  farewell ! 
Ye  meads  I  watered,  and  ye  trees  I  planted, 

Still  flourish  fresh  and  fair,   and  still  rejoice  I 
Farewell,  cool  streams,  and  grots  like  caves  enchanted, 

And  Echo,   rolling  through  the  glade  thy  voice, 
Who  often  would'st  repeat  my  plaintive  strain; 
Farewell !  Johanna  goes,  and  ne'er  returns  again. 

Ye  lovely  spots,   whereto  my  thoughts  oft  bend. 
For  evermore  I  leave  your  calm  delight; 

Ye  lambs,   at  will  o'er  wold  and  moorland  wend. 
No  shepherdess  have  ye  to  guide  you  right. 

Henceforth  I  go  another  flock  to  tend. 

On  yonder  field,   deepstained  by  gory  fight , 

I  go,  responsive  to  the  Spirit's  call. 

No  idle,   earthly  hopes  my  soaring  soul  enthral. 
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2)enn  ber  ^u  'SlJofeu  auf  tcS  §cveb§  ipotjen 
Sm  feuv'gen  ^ufd)  fid)  ftammeut  nteterlte^ 
Unb  i^m  befall,  »ov  'i^fiavao  5U  fte^en, 
!l)cv  einft  ben  frommen  ^nafcen  3;fat'8, 
2)eu  ^iiten,  ftci^  5um  ©treiter  au§erfet)en, 
jDev  ftctS  ben  .^irten  gniibig  fic^  6etDie«, 
6v  fprac^  ju  mtv  au«  blefeS  58aunie§  3^<^i9^"  • 
„@e^  l^in!  S)u  foUj^  auf  (Svbeii  fiiv  mid)  ^eugen." 

.,3n  vau^cS  (Srj  foEft  bu  bie  ©lieber  fci^nuven, 
9)iit  ®tal)I  bebeden  beine  javte  33ruft, 
9?id)t  9}?annerliebe  barf  bciu  ^evj  bevu^ven 
a)ht  fiinb'gen  gtanimen  eitler  Svbenluft. 
9?ie  tDtrb  bev  ^rautfvanj  beine  ^ode  jieven, 
j2)iv  btiil^t  fein  licbltdj  ^inb  an  beiner  33vuft; 
!Dod>  wevb'  id)  bid)  mit  hiegeri[d)en  (S^ven, 
SJor  alien  Srbenfrauen  bid)  t>evf(aren." 

„3)enn  toenn  im  .^am^jf  bie  SO^ut^igften  cerjagen, 
2Benn  5i'<»n^eicf)8  testes  Sd)idial  nun  fid)  na^t, 
!J)ann  luirft  bu  mcine  Dviftamme  tvagen 
Unb,  n)ie  bie  rafd)c  Sd)nittevin  bie  <Saat, 
jDen  ftoljen  Uebernjinbev  nieberfc^Iagen ;    ■ 
Umnjcit^en  witft  bu  feinc§  ®Iude«  9^ab, 
(Svrettung  bvingcn  i^ranfreid^g  ^elbenfi)^nen 
Hub  9il)eim«  kfrein  unb  beinen  tiJnig  fronen!"    . 

Sin  3ei'i)cn  ^at  bev  ^immel  mir  toer^ei^en, 
(£r  fenbet  mir  ben  §elm,  er  fommt  toon  il)m, 
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For  He  who,   at  the   bush  by  flames   unbranded, 
On  Horeb's  mount  His  servant  Moses  chose, 

And  to  be  bold  in  Pharaoh" s  sight  commanded  — 
Yes  !   He  who  once,   to  scatter  Israel's  foes. 

Made  Jesse's  son,  the  shepherd-lad,   strong-handed. 
He  who  on  shepherds  favour  still  bestows. 

Spake  to   me  from  the  branches  of  this  tree  : 

'*Go  forth !  redeem  the  right !  Go  forth  to  witness  me!" 

**Henceforth  in  rugged  armour-plates  encase  thee. 
Enclose  thy  breast,  thy  tender  limbs,   in  steel : 

No  love  for  mortal  man  must  e'er  debase  thee. 
Nor  let  thine  heart  love's  softening  transports  feel. 

No  bridal  wreath,  twined  round  thy  locks,  shall  grace 

thee, 
Nor  blooming  child  within  thy  lap  shall  kneel. 

So  shalt  thou  be  with   warlike  honours  crowned  •, 

Above  all  earthly  maids  will  I  thy  fame  resound." 

**For  when  the  stoutest  hearts  their  doom  are  dreading, 
When  France's  day  of  overthrow  seems  near ; 

Then  thou,  my  sacred  Oriflamme  wide-spreading, 
Shalt,    as  the  reaper  crops  the  ripened  ear, 

Mow  down  the  victors,  all  their  pride  down-treading. 
Arid  all  thy  country's  fame  once  more  uprear. 

To  France's  warrior- sons  shalt  safety  bring. 

Her  foes  from  Rheims  expel,  and  crown  her  lawful  king." 

And  lo  !   a  sign  kind  Providence  hath  given ; 
It  sends  a  helm,   the  gift  I  most  require; 

Goi-DscHMiDT,  German  Poetry.  H  '' 
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SKit  ©ottevfraft  beru^ret  mtc^  fetn  ©fen, 
Unb  mid)  burAflamntt  fcer  2)htti>  ber  S^erutnm ; 
3fn«  ^ieg^gett^ii^l  Ijtnetn  tPtll  eg  mid^  ret^eii, 
@g  trettt  mid)  fovt  mit  SturmeS  Ungeftiiiu, 
S)en  ^elbvuf  I)iJr'  ici^  ma(^tig  5U  mir  briitgen, 
jDa«  ©c^tac^trofe  fteigt,  unt)  tie  jCrompeten  flittgcn. 


^tts-.  ..:5ie  ^rcittf  DOtt  gHeffma.- 


eijor : 

llnrc^  bie  ©tra^en  t»er  ©tabte, 

S5om  Shammer  gefolget, 

©c^reitet  ba8  Ungliid  — 

Sauernt)  umfd)(eid)t  eg 

jDie  .^aufer  ber  SJienfc^en, 

^eute  an  biefer 

^forte  ^o^t  e«, 

9)Jorgen  an  jener, 

5lber  no(^  feinen  Ijat  eg  uerfc^ont. 

2)ie  nnewiinf d)te, 

©c^merjlic^e  Sotfd)aft, 

grit^er  ober  f pater, 

33eftellt  eg  an  jeber 

©d)t»eUe  too  ein  Sebenbiger  irotint. 
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Its  iron  touch  bestows  the  might  of  Heaven, 
I  feel  its  plates  an  angel-strength  inspire  :' 

Amidst  the  battle's  tempest  forward  driven, 
I  seem  borne  onward  by  some  tempest  dire. 

Hark  !   even  now  the  warcry  fierce  is  sounding. 

Hark!    to   the    warsteed's   tramp,    the   clarion's '  peal 

rebounding ! 


FROM  "THE  BRIDE  OF  MESSINA." 

Translated  by  the  late  W.    Taylor  of  Norwich. 


CHORTTS. 

Athwart  the  dty's  streets, 

With  wailing  in  her  train, 

Misfortune  strides; 

Watchful  she  marks 

The  homes  of  men  : 

To-day  at  this, 
To-morrow  at  yon  other  door,   she  knocks, 

But  misses  none. 

Sooner  or  later  comes 

Some  messenger  of  woe 
To  every  threshold,   where  the  living  dwell. 

11* 
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SBenn  tie  SSlatter  fallen 
^n  t)e«  3a^re§  *ilvet)e, 
2Benn  jum  @rabe  toaUcxi 
"SntneiDte  ©reife, 
3)a  ge^ord^t  tie  9Jatur 
^u^ig  nuv 
■3^rem  alten  ©efe^e, 
3^rem  etoigen  Sraud^, 
2)a  ift  nic^t«,  t»a«  ten  SOJenfdjen  entfe^e! 
2l6er  ta§  llngefjeuve  au&i 
Seme  emarten  im  irtifdjen  Sefcen ! 
9Kit  getoaltfamer  §ant 
!?ofet  ter  9)Jort  auc^  ta«  ^eiligfte  S3anb. 
3!n  fein  ftl)gtfd)ei^  ^oot 
9?affet  ter  Xot 
3lud»  ter  3ugent  bliiiienteg  Sebenl 

2Benn  tie  SKolfen  getl^iirmt  ten  §imme(  fc^tuarjcn, 
2Benn  tumpftofent  ter  3)onner  ^Ot, 
®a,  ta  fu^len  firf>  aUe  ^erjen 
3;n  teg  fnrd)t6aren  (Sd)id[a(8  @e»att. 
2l6er  aud^  au§  enttootfter  ^o^e 
•    fann  ter  jiintente  SDonner  fdjlvigen, 
IDarum  in  teinen  frbljUd^en  ^Tagen 
gUrd>te  teg  Ung(iid«  tiidifd^e  Wd\)tl 
^ic^t  an  tie  @iiter  t)ange  tein  §er^, 
3)ie  tag  Sefeen  toerganglid)  jieren! 
"SBer  fcefi^t,  ter  lerne  toerlieren, 
2Ser  im  @Iitd  ift,  ter  (erne  ten  (gc^merj! 
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When  at  the  season's  fall 

The  leaves  decay, 

When  to  the  graves  is  borne 

The  hoary  head. 

Calm  nature  but  obeys 

Her  ancient  law, 
And  man  respects  her  everlasting  march. 

But  man  must  also  learn. 

To  expect  in  earthly  life 

Unusual  strokes  of  fate. 

Murder,   with  violent  hand, 

May  tear     the  holiest  bond. 

And  in  his   Stygian  boat 
Death   may  bear  off  the  blooming  form   of  youth. 

When  towering  clouds  o'erswarth  the  sky, 

When  loudly  bellowing  thunders  roll, 

Each  heart  in  secret  owns 

The  fearful  might  of  fate. 

But  e'en  from  cloudless  heights 

Can  kindling  lightnings  plunge  ; 

E'en  in  the  sunny  day 

Bale-breathing  plagues  may  lurk. 

Fix  not  on  transient  good 

Thy  trusty  heart: 

Let  him  who  has,   prepare  to  learn  to  lose ; 

Him  who  is  happy,   learn  to  bend  to  grief. 
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^Die  uitiiBprmtnbfic^e  5fottc. 


3tc  fommt  —  fie  fommt,  beg  gjfittagS  ftolje  g(otte, 

3)ag  2Beltmeev  tDtmniert  unter  t^r, 
9J?tt  ^ettenflang  unb  eincni  neuen  @otte 

Unb  taufenb  ^onnern  waijt  fie  biv  — 
(Sin  fc^tcimnienb  ^^iv  furditbarer  (Sitabetten 

(jDer  Dcean  \ai)  if)ve^glet(^en  nie), 
UnitbertDinblid)  nennt  man  fie, 
3ie^t  fie  ein^er  auf  ben  evfd^rocfnen  SBetten; 

jDen  ftoljen  9Janien  n)eit)t 

jDer  ©d^reden,  ben  fie  urn  fid>  fpeit. 
aWit  mqeftattfc^  ftifleni  Sd^vitte 

Srcigt  feine  Saft  bev  jittevnbe  9?eptnn; 
SCBeltuntergang  in  i^rev  3)Jitte, 

9ia^t  fie  ^eran,  nnb  alle  Stiirme  ru^n. 

jDiv  gegeniifcer  fte^t  fie  ba, 
©Itirffel'ge  S^nfel  —  ^errfii^erin  ber  SOJeere! 
®ir  broken  biefe  ©aOionen^eere, 

©vofetierjige  ^Britannia  I 
2Bet)'  beinem  freigefcornen  S3olfe! 
2)a  ftel^t  fie,  eine  njetterfc^njangve  2Bo(fe. 
2Ber  Ijat  ba§  f|of)e  tleinob  btr  errungen, 

jDa^  ju  ber  Sdnber  ^iirftin  btc^  gemad>t? 
§aft  bu  nid>t  felbft,  t>on  ftoljen  ^ontgen  gejtuungen, 

®er  9?eid)8gefe^e  iveifefteg  erbad)t? 
jDa8  gro^e  ^tatt,  ta^  beine  ^ontge  ju  33iirgern, 
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THE  ARMADA. 

Translated  by  the  late  Mr.  Merivale. 


ohe  comes,   proud  navy  of  the  southern  ocean, 

Beneath  her  foams  the  world-wide  sea : 
With  clank  of  chains,  and  forms  of  strange  devotion, 
And  thousand  thunders,   lo !    she  nears  to  thee  — 
A  floating  host  of  citadels  tremendous  — 
Ne'er  did  the  floods  beneath  so  huge  a  monster  swell, 

They  call  her  name  —  "Invincible". 
O'er  the  afi"righted  waves  she  moves  stupendous; 
Terror,   that  round  her  waits. 
The  proud  name  consecrates. 

"With  silent  sweep,   majestic  flowing, 
Old  Neptune  trembling  doth  his  burthen  bear : 
She,  in  her  womb  the  World's  destruction  stowing, 
While  storms  are  lull'd  around,  moves  on  in  full  career. 

Thrice-happy  Isle  —  queen  of  the  sea ! 
There  stands  she  now,  thy  bulwark's  strength  opposing — 

Magnanimous  Britannia  I   —  thee 
They  threat  —   these  galleon-squadrons    round  thee 

closing. 

Woe  to  thy  free-born  sons  I   Descending 
Swift  on  their  heads,  bursts  the  big  cloud  impending. 
Who  has  that  noblest  jewel  for  thee  wrested. 
That  o'er  the  nations  sets  thy  conquering  throne? 
Say,  was  it  not  thyself  the  prize  contested. 
From  haughty  ^lonarchs  greatly  won. 

The  wisest  statute-law  beneath  the  sun?  — 
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3u  'Jitrften  beine  ^Burger  mad)t? 
jDer  (Segel  ftolje  Ofcermaci^t, 
^afi  bu  fie  nid)t  t?on  SJiiUiotien  Siirgern 

©rftritten  in  ter  'Ba[fevfd)lad)t  ? 
2Bem  bantft  bu  fie  —  evrct^et,  ^Ukx  btefer  (Srbe  — 
3Q8em  fonft,  al9  beinem  ®eift  unb  beinem  Sc^toerte? 
UngltidEUc^e  —  blirf'  l)in  auf  btefe  feuertverfenben  ^oloffen, 
33ltd'  ^tu  unb  aljnbe  beine8  9tu^me8  i^att! 
33ang  fc^aiit  auf  btc^  ber  Srbenfcatt, 
Unb  otter  freteti  9}Janner  ^erjen  fc^Iagen, 
Unb  aiit  guten,  f^onen  ©eelen  flagen 

Stieilne^menb  betneS  9^ut)meg  ?^aU. 

@ott,  ber  Mmac^t'ge,  faf)  i)erab, 
(Sa^  betne«  ^^cinbeg  ftol^e  Scwenflaggcn  tnet^en, 

Bal}  bro^enb  offen  betn  geraifjeg  (S>xab  — 
©ott,  fprad)  er,  fott  mein  3l(6icu  t>erget)en, 

@rIofd)en  meinev  |)e(bcn  ©tamm, 

3)er  Unterbriirfiing  letter  i^elfenbamm 
3ufammenftur5en,  bie  S^rannenire^re 
SBemic^tet  fein  ton  biefer  .§emifpl)are  ? 
^ie,  rief  er,  fott  ber  ^reiijeit  '^arabte§, 
3)er  9)tenfc^enn)urbe  ftarfer  3d)inn  »erfc^i»inben ! 

@ott,  ber  2iamad)t'ge,  blieg, 
Unb  bie  5lrmaba  flog  nac^  aflen  SKinben. 
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That  great  Land-charter,  which  to  Kings  thy  burghers 

raises, 

To  burghers  lowers  the  regal  height  — 

And  didst  thou  not  thy  navy's  right 
From  bloody  pirate  bands,   amidst    the  world's  loud 

praises, 

Achieve  in  glorious  Ocean-fight? 
Who  gave  it  thee?  Blush,   nations  of  the  earth!   — 
Who  else,  but  thy  brave  spirit,  and  thy  good  sword's 

worth  ? 
Unhappy  I   —  these  colossal  forms  fire-sleeting 
Survey  —  and  thence  presage  thy  glory's  fall ! 
Gazes  in  sad  suspense  the  earthly  ball  — 
For  thee  the  hearts  of  all  free  men  are  beating ; 
Whilst  all  that's  good  and  beauteous  mourns  thy  fleeting 

Splendours,   and  partakes  thy  funeral. 

But  the  Almighty  God  look'd  down   — 
Saw  where  thy  foe's  proud  lion-banners  floated  — 
He  saw  thy  yawning  grave  wide  open  frown. 
"And  shall  my  Albion   (spake  he)  fall  devoted?  — 

My  line  of  heroes  thus  expire  ? 
The  last  rock-barrier  'gainst  oppression  dire 
At  once  in  ruins  fall  —  the  strong  defence 
That  guards  this  Hemisphere  be  banish'd  hence? 
Ne'er  be  this  Freedom's  paradise  o'erthrown  — 
This  refuge  tower  of  Human  Virtue  shatter'd!" 

—  The  Almighty  God  hath  blown   — 
'And  lo  !   to  all  the  winds  the  Armada  scatter'd!' 
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)Der  @t(fncalt>  feraufet,  t>ie  233olfen  5tet)n, 
3)a8  SOiagbeletn  fi^et  an  Ufer«  @run, 
(S«  Brt(f)t  fi*  t)ie  BeUe  mit  Waift,  mit  2)Ja(^t, 
Unb  fie  feufjt  l^inaus  in  tie  ftnftre  9ia(!^t, 
jDa^  2luge  ton  SBetnen  getriibet: 

„®a8  ^erj  ift  geftorfeen,  bte  233elt  tft  leer, 
Unl)  teeitev  giefct  fie  bem  2Bunfd^e  nt(i^t«  mel^r, 
®u  §eiUge,  rufe  bein  ^tnb  juriid, 
3cf)  ^afce  genoffen  ba«  irt>tf6e  @liirf, 
3fcti  ^abe  gelebt  unb  geUebet!" 


3iTobott)c(]ier5  ®oMenfie5. 


Bti)t,  ba  ft§t  er  auf  ber  SO^atte, 

^lufrec^t  fi^t  er  ba, 
3Jiit  bem  5lnftanb,  ben  er  ^atte, 

%li  er'«  §t(&t  noc^  fat). 
!J)od^,  too  ift  bie  Sraft  ber  gaufte, 

2Bc  beg  2ltt)em§  §au(f), 
®er  noc^  jiingft  jum  gro^en  ©eifte 


CHABLES    LAMB.     —    T-OKD    LYTTON.  171 

THE  MAIDEN'S  LAMENT. 

Translated  by    Charles    Lamb. 


Ihe  clouds  are  black'ning,  the  storms  threat'ning, 
The  cavern  doth  mutter,   the  greenwood  moan ; 

Billows  are  breaking,   the  damsels  heart  aching, 
Thus  in  the  dark  night  she  singeth  alone. 
Her  eye  upward  roving : 

The  world  is  empty,  the  heart  is  dead  surely, 
In  this  world  plainly  all  seemeth  amiss ; 

To  thy  heaven,   Holy  One,  take  home  thy  little  one, 
I  have  partaken  of  all  earth's  bliss, 
Both  living  and  loving. 


THE  INDIAN  DEATH-DIRGE. 

Translated  by  Lord  Lytton. 


ISee  on  his  mat,   as  if  of  yore 

All  life-like,  sits  he  here  I 
With  that  same  aspect  which  he  wore 

When  light  to  him  was  dear. 
But  where  the  right  hand's  strength?  and  where 

The  breath  that  loved  to  breathe,' 
To  the  great  Spirit  aloft  in  air, 
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53Ue«  ber  ^:pfeife  9?aud)? 
S3?o  t)te  Slugen,  falten^efle, 

X'ie  t)e«  9tenntt|ier«  <B)pnx 
3dt)lten  auf  be«  @rafe8  aSeUe, 

3luf  bem  ^t)au  ber  i^Iiir? 
®iefe  ®d^en!el,  tie  fce^enber 

^totien  t)urc^  ben  ©ci^nee, 
^(«  t>er  v^trfd),  ber  ^^^njigenber, 

3118  m  33cvge8  ^}ief)? 
®iefe  2lvme,  bie  ben  33ogeu 

<2pannten  ftreng  unb  ftraff? 
©e^t,  bag  Men  tft  entffogen! 

(2el}t,  fie  ^dngen  fc^laff! 
2Bo^l  if|m,  ev  ift  ^ingegangen, 

2Bo  fein  Sc^nee  ntef)r  ift, 
3So  mit  SWaig  bie  gelbev  ^jiangen, 

3)er  con  felbev  f^n-ie^t; 
2Bo  mit  35ijge(n  alle  3trdnd;e, 

2Bo  bev  iBalb  mit  Silb, 
SSo  mit  5ifcf)en  atle  Seiche 

i'uftig  finb  gefitllt. 
2Rit  ben  ©eiftevn  fpeift  ev  bvoben, 

Sie§  un8  I}ier  aUein, 
jDa§  iciv  feine  Sijaten  (o6en, 

Unb  i^n  fc^avren  ein. 
5Bringet  ^er  bie  le^ten  ©aBen, 

Stimmt  bie  Xobtenftag'I 
Sltleg  fei  mit  i^m  begraben, 

Sag  t£>n  freiien  mag. 
?egt  i^m  unter'S  .^au^t  bie  33eite, 
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The  peace-pipe's     lusty  wreath? 
And  where  the  hawk-like  eye,    alas ! 

That  wont  the  deer  pursue. 
Along  the  waves  of  rippling  grass, 

Or  fields  that  shone  with  dew? 
Are  these  the  limber,   bounding  feet, 

That  swept  the  winter-snows? 
What  stateliest  stag  so  fast  and  fleet? 

Their  speed  outstript  the  roe's  ! 
These  arms  that  then  the  sturdy  bow 

Could  supple  from  its  pride, 
How  stark  and  helpless  hang  they  now 

Adown  the  stiffen"  d  side  I 
Yet  weal  to  him  —  at  peace  he  strays 

Where  never  fall  the  snows ; 
Where  o'er  the  meadows  springs  the  maize 

That  mortal  never  sows  : 
Where  birds  are  blithe  on  every  brake   — 

Where  forests  teem  with  deer  — 
Where  glide  the  fish  through  every  lake  — 

One  chase  from  year  to  yearl 
With  spirits  now  he  feasts   above ; 

All  left  us   —  to  revere 
The  deeds  we  honour  with  our  love. 

The  dust  we  bury  here, 
Here  bring  the  last  gifts  I    —  loud  and  shrill 

Wail,   death-dirge  for  the  brave  1 
What  pleased  him  most  in  life  may  still 

Give  pleasure  in  the  grave. 
We  lay  the  axe  beneath  his  head 
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2)ie  er  tavfer  fc^tuang, 
3lud)  t)e«  SBaren  fette  lleitle, 

2)enn  ber  Sev3  ift  lang; 
3luc^  ba«  SKeffer  fc^arf  gefd^Uffen, 

9taf(^  mtt  trei  gefc^ttften  ©riffen 
©exalte  v^out  unb  ®c^opf; 

garfeen  auc^,  ben  Setb  ju  nialen, 
©terft  il>m  in  tie  ^arii), 

S)afe  er  ret^Ucf>  mcge  ftra^Ien 
hn  ber  (Seelen  Sanb. 


Der  i)anbfc^u(). 


J)  or  feinem  Scroengarten, 
3)a8  ^am^)ffi)ic(  jn  ertcarten, 

Unb  urn  tf|n  bie  ®ro§en  ber  ^rone, 
Unb  rings  auf  :^of>em  33alconc 
2)ie  2)amen  in  jc^onem  ^ranj. 

Unb  tt)ie  er  winft  niit  bem  i^inger, 
5luf  t^ut  fid)  ber  wette  B^i^flei^' 
Unb  tjinein  mit  Bebcic^ttgem  3(^rttt 
(gin  §i3n)e'  tritt, 
Unb  fie^t  fic^  ftnmm 
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He  swung,   when  life  was  strong  — 
The  bear  on  which  his  banquets  fed    — 

The  way  from  earth  is  long ! 
And  here,   new-sharpen'd,   place  the  knife 

That  sever'd  from  the  clay, 
From  which  the  axe  had  spoil'd  the  life, 

The  conquer'd  scalp  away ! 
The  paints  that  deck  the  Dead,   bestow   — 

Yes,   place  them  hand  in  hand   — 
That  red  the  Kingly  Shade  may  glow 

Amidst  the  Spirit-Land ! 


THE  GLOVE. 

Translated  by  Lord  Lytton. 


m 


-Before  his  lion-court, 

To  see  the  griesly  sport, 

Sate  the  king ; 

Beside  him  group'd  his  princely,  peers, 

And  dames  aloft,   in  circling  tiers, 

Wreath'd  round  their  blooming  ring. 

King  Francis,   where  he  sate. 
Raised  a  finger  —  yawn'd  the  gate, 
And,    slow  from  his  repos* 
A  lion  goes  !  , 

Dumbly  he  gazed  around 
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9iing8  urn, 
SJiit  langem  ®af)nen, 
Unfe-  fd^iittett  tie  2)?ai)nen, 
Unt)  ftrecft  tie  ©liebev, 
Unt)  legt  fid)  nieber. 

Unt)  ber  ^cnig  winft  wtefeer, 
jDa  offnet  fid)  bel;cnl) 
(Sin  jtoeiteS  j^^or, 
!Darau«  rennt 
Sfflit  njilbem  Sprunge 
©in  Xiger  t^evtoor. 
SBie  t>ev  ten  Sijwen  erfdjaut, 
Sriiat  er  laut, 
(2d)lagt  mit  bem  Sc^tneif 
©inen  furc^tfearen  9leif, 
Unt)  redet  t>ie  Bunge. 
Unt)  im  ^veife  fc^eu 
Umge^t  er  ben  2eu, 
©vimmig  fd)nurrenb ! 
2)rauf  ftredt  er  fic^  murrenb 
3ur  (Seite  nieber. 

Unb  ber  ^iJnig  winft  wieber, 
!3)a  f^eit  bag  boppelt  gebffnete  §au8 
3t»ei  Seo^arben  auf  etnmat  au8. 
5)ie  ftitrjen  mit  mut^iger  tampfbegier 
Huf  ba«  S:igert^iei;; 

!Da8  ^adt  fie  mit  feinen  grii^imigen  Xaljen, 
Unb  ber  2eu  mit  ©ebriitl 
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The  foe-encircled  ground ; 
And,  with  a  lazy  gape, 
He  stretch'd  his  lordly  shape, 
And  shook  his  careless  mane. 
And  —  laid  him  down  aga  n  I 

A  finger  raised  the  king  — 
And  nimbly  have  the  guard 
A  second  gate  unbarr'd ; 
Forth,   with  a  rushing  spring, 

A  Tiger  sprung ! 

Wildly  the  wild  one  yell'd 

When  the  lion  he  beheld  ; 

And,   bristling  at  the  look. 

With  his  tail  his  sides  he  strook. 

And  roU'd  his  rabid  tongue. 
In  many  a  wary  ring 
He  swept  round  the  forest-king, 

With  a  fell  and  rattling  sound;    — 

And  laid  him  on  the  ground, 

Grommelling. 
The  king  raised  his  finger;   then 
Leap'd  two  leopards  from  the  den 

With  a  bound  ; , 
And  boldly  bounded  they, 
Where  the  crouching  tiger  lay, 

Terrible ! 
And  he  griped  the  beasts  in  his  deadly  hold ; 
In  the  grim  embrace  they  grappled  and  roll'd; 

Rose  the  lion  with  a  roar ! 
And  stood  the  strife  before; 
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^iic^tet  ft(^  auf,  ba  »ivt)'«  ftitt; 

Unt)  feerum  im  ^rei« 

«on  korbfuc^t  ^ei§, 

?agern  fltj^bie  gtaulic^eu  ^a^en. 

■Da  fSat  ocn  be«  2lltan«  9tant) 
Sin  ^anl)f(i^u^  toon  f^bner  ^anb 
3wif^en  ben  jliger  unb  ben  2euen 
Wittcn  ^inetn. 

Unb  5U  fitter  ®eIorge«,  fpottenjjer  SKeif , 
Senbet  fic^  g^autein  v^untgunb : 
„.^err  9Jttter,  tft  cure  ?teb'  fo  !^et§, 
Ste  it)r  nur'g  fd^njbrt  5U  jeber  ©tunb', 
(Si,  fo  l^ebt  miv  ben  .^anb[d)ut)  auf!" 

Unb  bev  9?itter,  in  f(f>nettem  ?ayf, 
Gteigt  I)inafe  in  ben  furd^tbaren  3^inger 
Tlit  feftem  ®(^ritte, 
Unb  au§  ber  Unge^euer  9}?itte 
•)timmt  ev  ben  ^anb'fd^u^  mit  fedeni  i^inger. 

Unb  mit  (Srftaunen  unb  mit  @rauen 
8ef)en'«  bie  9?itter  unb  (Sbelfrauen, 
Unb  gelaffen  fcringt  er  b?n  ,^anbfcf)u^  ^nxM. 
1)a  f^aflt  i^m  fein  §06  au8  jebem  9)iunbc, 
3lfeer  mit  jartlicfoem  Siebe86Ucf  — 
(Sr  »erf)ei§t  i^m  fein  nafje^  @IM  — 
©mpfangt  i^n  grSuIein  .^unignnbe. 
Unb  er  n^irft  ifir  ben  .^anbfd)u^  in«  ©efid^t: 
„jDen  '©anf,  ^Dame,  bege^r'  16}  nic^t," 
Unb  Derlafet  fie  jur  felben  ©tunbe. 
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And  the  wild-cats,   on  the  spot, 
From  the  blood-thirst,   wroth  and  hot, 

Halted  still! 
Now  from  the  balcony  above 
A  snowy  hand  let  fall  a  glove  :   — 
Midway  between  the  beasts  of  prey, 
Lion  and  tiger;  there  it  lay, 

The  winsome  lady's  glove. 

Fair  Cunigonde  said,   with  a  lip  of  scorn, 
To  the  knight  Delorges  —  "If  the  love  you  have  sworn 
Were  as  gallant  and  leal  as  you  boast  it  to  be, 
I  might  ask  you  to  bring  back  that  glove    to   me  !" 

The  knight  left  the  place  where  the  lady  sate ; 
The  knight,  he  has  pass'd  thro'  the  fearful  gate; 
The  lion  and  tiger  he  stoop'd  above. 
And  his  fingers  have  closed  on  the  lady's  glove ! 

All  shuddering  and  stunn'd,  they  beheld  him  there. 
The  noble  knights,   and  the  ladies  fair ; 
But  loud  was  the  joy  and  the  praise,  the  while 
He  bore  back  the  glove  with  his  tranquil  smile  1 

With  a  tender  look  in  her  softening  eyes, . 
That  promised  reward  to  his  warmest  sighs, 
Fair  Cunigonde  rose  her  knight  to  grace, 
—  •  He  toss'd  the  glove  in  the  lady's  face ! 
"Nay,   spare  me  the  guerdon,  at  least"  quoth  he; 
And  he  left  for  ever  that  fair  ladye  ! 
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^05  ^Hitbc^en  am  hn  ^rembe. 


3n  eineni  %i)a\  M  annen  ^ivteu 
(Srfc^ien  mit  jebem  jungen  ^a\)x, 
(Sobatb  t»ie  erfteii  Sevd^en  fdjwinteu, 
Sin  3Wat»d^en ,  fc^ou  unt  wunterBav. 

(Sie  war  iiic^t  in  bent  S^l  getoren, 
a)ian  tvu^te  nic^t,  »oI)er  fie  fani; 
Xodf  fd^nelt  tear  i^re  (3^ur  t»erloren, 
©obalt*  ba«  SDlabc^en  ^Ibfd^iet)  m\)m. 

33e[eligent)  toax  it>re  ^lal)t, 
lint  aUe  ^erjen  njurben  raeit ; 
jDod|  eine  SBitrbe,  eine  §oi>e 
(Sntfernte  bie  S3ertrauUc^feit. 

©ie  fcrac^te  58(umcn  mit  unb  ^riid^te, 
©ereift  auf  einer  anbern  r^lwc, 
3tn  etnem  anbevn  ©onnenlic^te, 
•Qn  einer  gliidUd^ern  5^atur. 

Unb  f^eilte  jebem  eine  ©afce, 
©em  Sriic^te,  jencm  58tumen  au«; 
3)er  bungling  nnb  ber  @rei«  am  ©tafee, 
(Sin  jeber  ging  befc^enlt  nad)  §au§. 

SBiUfommen  waren  aide  @afte; 
®oc^  nal)te  fid)  ein  tiefcenb  ^aax, 
®em  reid)te  fie  ber  ©often  befte, 
S)er  58Iumen  atterfc^iJnfte  bar. 
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THE  MAIDEN  FROM  AFAR. 

Translated   by  the   late  Dr.   Anster. 

With  peasants  pobr,   in  lowly  glade, 

When  the  first  larks  were  warbling  there, 

Came,  with  each  coming  year,  a  maid, 
Vision  divinely  fair ! 

Of  that  rough  vale  she  was  no  child ; 

She  came,  none  knew  from  what  far  place: 
She  vanished,  and  the  sylvan  wild 

Retained  of  her  no  trace. 

The  bosoms  of  the  savage  race 

Expand ;   they  see  her  and  revere ; 

For  round  her  dwells  a  lofty  grace. 
That  tempers  love  with  fear. 

And  flowers  she  brought  from  that  far  land, 
Of  happier  suns  and  fruits  mature, 

From  trees,  by  softer  breezes  fanned, 
Beneath  a  sky  more  pure. 

She  gives,  and  all  receive  with  joy. 

To  some  rich  fruits,  gay  flowers  to  some  ; 

The  grey-haired  on  his  staff  —  the  boy 
Alike  went  happy  home. 

"Welcome  were  all  that  came,  but  when 
She  saw  two  lovers  fond  and  true, 

Them  gave  she  her  best  gifts,  to  them 
Her  flowers  of  richest  hue. 


|g2  g.  toou  <Bd)iUi\:. 

Da«  Sith  von  hex  ^focfte. 


3n  tie  (Srb'  ifl'8  aufgenommen, 
©turfUc^  ift  bte  i^ovm  gefiittt; 
99Bht'g  an6}  fc^cn  ju  jtage  fomnieu, 
!i£)a§  eS  i^letp  utiD  ^unft  t}evgilt? 
2Benn  ter  ©uf?  mi^lang^ 
aBenn  tie  (^orm  jerf^rang? 
2tc^,  J?ielleic^t,  infceni  tt)iv  ^offen, 
§at  un8  Unljeil  fdyon  getvoffen. 

!Dem  Dunfeln  (S(f)oo§  ter  fjeil'gen  Svte 
SSertrauen  »ir  ter  §ante  ^l^at, 
35ertraut  ter  ©amann  feine  ®aat 
Unt  t)offt,  ta^  fie  entfeimen  tt>erte 
3um  ©egen,  nac^  te«  §immel«  9?at^. 
3^o(f|  foftlid^eren  ©amen  feergen 
2Bir  trauenit  in  ter  (Srte  ©c^oo^ 
Unt  l^offen,  ta§  er  au«  ten  Sargeu 
(Srfclu^en  foK  ju  fcfjonerm  ?oo3. 

S3on  tern  ®ome, 
<2c^toer  unt  bang, 
3:ent  tie  ©locfe 
©rafcgefang. 
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FROM  'THE  SONG  OF  THE  BELL." 

Translated  by  Lord  Francis  Leveson   Gower. 


Ihrough  the  moulded  chambers  gliding, 

Now  the  metal  fills  the  soil ; 
May  the  fashion'd  mass,   subsiding, 
Prove  deserving  of  our  toil. 
Should  our  hopes  be  wreck'd  I 
Should  the  stream  be  check'd  I 
While  in  doubt  we  stand  suspended, 
All  our  hopes  perhaps  are  ended. 


^ 


From  earth,  that  now  our  work  receives, 
We  trust  to  reap  our  future  meed, 
And  he  that  sows  his  humbler  seed. 

Like  us  to  reap  his  gain  believes, 
If  Heaven  approve  the  deed. 

But  costlier  seeds  we  now  confide 
Deep  to  the  all  receiving  earth, 

And  trust  the  harvest,   in  its  pride, 
Will  prove  its  nobler  birth. 

Hark !   with  sullen  grate  and  swing. 
Deeper,  hollower  murmurs  ring ; 
Pealing  o'er  the  cypress  gloom, 
'Tis  the  music  of  the  tomb; 


|$4  5-  »cn  S^tQcr. 

(Stnfl  fcegleiten  i^re  2!vauerfd)lage 
(Sinen  2Bant)rer  auf  bem  le^ten  Sege. 

2lc^!  bte  ©atttn  ifi'8,  tie  t^euve, 
%^\  e«  ift  bie  treue  SKuttcv, 
!t)ic  bcr  fc^tuarje  i^Urft  ber  (Sd^atten 
SBegfiil^rt  au8  bem  %xm  be§  ®atten, 
2lu8  ber  jarten  ^inbev  8c^aar, 
3)ie  fte  blii^enb  i^m  gebav, 
Xie  fie  an  ber  treueu  SBvuft 
Sadjfen  fa^  mit  2)Jutterluft  — 
2lc^!  be8  ^aufe«  jarte  SBaiibe 
©inb  gelBft  auf  tmmerbar ; 
Denn  fie  t»o^nt  im  Sc^attenlanbe, 
3)ie  be«  .^aufe«  SJiutter  ivav; 
2)enn  e8  fe^It  itjr  treue«  SBalten, 
O^re  ©orge  t»ad>t  ntc^t  nie^r; 
2ln  oertcaifter  Statte  fd)alten 
iBSirb  bie  gvembe,  liebeteer. 
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And  the  solemn  sounds  attend 
One  who  nears  his  journey's  end. 

Ah !   'tis  she,  the  faithful  wife, 
'Tis  the  mother  reft  of  life, 
Whom  the  shadowy  king,   to-daj', 
In  his  cold  arms  bears  away, 
Tears  her  from  the  train  of  those 
Who  in  her  aflfection  rose, 
Whom  her  own  parental  breast 
Pillow'd  in  their  infant  rest. 
Ah !   the  tender  ties  that  bound  her, 

Now  are  burst  for  evermore ; 
Death  has  spread  his  pall  around  her, 

And  the  mother's  race  is  o'er. 
Her  maternal  reign  has  perish'd, 

Death  has  glazed  her  watchful  eye  — 
Over  those  she  loved  and  cherish'd 

Now  the  stranger's  rule  is  high. 


186  g-  »ou  ®c6iaei. 


^a$  «la5c^en  pou  ©rfeans. 


I)a8  etic  33ilt  ter  SKenfc^^eit  ju  t>erI)o^nen, 
3m  tiefften  ©taute  ttjciljte  bi(i^  ber  ®^ott ; 
^rieg  fiil^rt  ber  2Bt^  auf  etvig  mit  tern  ®*cnen, 
(Sr  gtauBt  nid^t  an  ben  (Sngel  unb  ben  ®ott;' 
jDem  ^evjen  "miU  er  feine  <5d^a§e  rauben, 
®en  SBal^n  fcefriegt  er  unb  r>erte^t  ben  ©lauben. 

S)od^,  tvie  bu  felfcfl,  au8  finbli(I|ent  ©efd^Iecfete, 
<Set6p  eine  fromme  ©d^aferin,  tote  bu, 
9Jetc^t  bir  bie  3)id)tfunft  il^re  ©otterred^te, 
(Sd^tt)ingt  fid^  mit  bir  ben  cn^'gen  (Sternen  ju. 
2)iit  einer  ©lorie  ifat  fie  bic^  umgeben; 
®ic^  fd^uf  ba«  ^erj,  bu  n>irft  unfterblid^  leben. 

S8  liefet  bie  2BeU,  bag  ®tral>lenbe  ju  fd^twclrjen, 
Unb  bag  (Sr^abne  in  ben  ©taub  ju  jie^n; 
!iDcc^  furd^te  nid^t!  (g«  giebt  no^  fd^bne  ^erjen, 
jDie  fur  bag  ^olje,  §erdic^e  entglu^n. 
jDen  tauten  SDtarft  mag  9}fomug  unter^Iten ; 
Sin  ebler  (Sinn  liefet  eblere  ©eftalten. 
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JOAN  D'  ARC. 

Translated  by  the  late  H.  Merivale. 

lo  heap  man's  godlike  form  with  foul  derision 
Hath  mockery  roll'd  thee  thro'  the  deepest  du8t. 

With  Beauty  Wit  for  ever  makes  division, 

Nor  God,   nor  Angela  holds  in  reverent  trust : 

The  treasures  of  the  heart  it  seeks  to  plunder, 
With  Fancy  wars,  and  rends  pure  Faith  asunder. 

Yet,  like  to  thee,   of  childlike  race  descended. 
Herself  a  lowly  shepherdess,   like  thee  — 

To  thee  her  crown  hath  Poesy  extended, 
And  plac'd  thee  in  the  heavenly  galaxy ; 

Thy  brows  hath  circled  with  a  wreath  of  glor}', 
And  given  thine  heart  to  live   in  deathless  story. 

The  world  delights  to  blot  the  daystar's  splendour. 
To  lay  in  dust  the  high,   and  lofty  low ; 

Yet  fear  not  I   still  are  hearts  that  homage  render 
To  deed  sublime,  and  feel  heroic  glow. 

Momus  may  please  the  busy  mart  that  courts  him  — 
The  nobler  soul  in  nobler  forms  disports  him. 


Sfg  ^.  ton  Sd^iQer. 


2(m  2Ctitritt  5f5  ttfUfii  3a^r^unberf0. 


Cbler  greunb!  »o  offnet  ftd)  tern  ^^rieben, 

2Bo  cer  g^rei^eit  fid)  etn  3"Puc^t«ort? 
2)a«  Sfaljr^unfcert  ift  im  Sturm  gefd^teben, 

Unl)  tag  neue  off  net  fid)  mit  9Jiort). 
Unt  fca«  ^anb  ber  Sanber  ift  gel)oben, 

Unb  bie  alten  ^Jovmen  ftiirjcn  ein; 
9'Jicl^t  bag  iBeltmecr  t>emint  beg  iTriegeg  Xofcen, 

'Jiic^t  bev  3Ji(gott  unb  ber  alte  ^}il)ein. 
3wo  gen^alt'ge  ^Jtationen  vingcn 

Um  bev  Sett  afleinigen  iBefi^ ; 
SlKev  ?anber  i^reitieit  ju  t>evfd)Ungen, 

©d^roing-'n  fie  ben  jDrcijad  unb  ben  33(i^. 
@oIb  mu^  i^nen  jebe  Sanbfc^aft  iDageu, 

Unb,  TOie  33rennug  in  ber  ro^cn  ^cit, 
Segt  ber  ^^ranfe  feinen  e^rnen  2)egeu 

■3fn  bie  2Bage  ber  ©erec^tigfeit. 
®eine  §anbelgftotten  ftredt  ber  S3ritte 

©ierig  icie  ^olt^penarme  aug, 
Unb  bag  9ieidb  ber  frcien  2lm^i)itrite 

SiU  er  fd^tiefeen,  wie  fein  eigneg  §aug. 
3u  beg  v5iib))olg  nie  er6U(ften  (Sternen 

X>ringt  fein  raftlog  ungefjemmter  2auf, 
3HIe  -Snfeln  f^^iirt  er,  aUt  fernen 

^iiften  —  nur  bag  ^arabieg  nic^t  auf. 
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THE  COMMENCEMENT  OF  THE  NINETEENTH 
CENTURY. 

Translated  by  the  late  H.  Merivale. 

-Noble  friend!   say  where  may  Freedom  banished, 

Where  may  stricken  Peace  a  refuge  find. 
Now  the  century  in  storm  has  vanished, 

And  the  next  in  carnage  stalks  behind. 
All  old  bonds  of  nations  rent  asunder ; 

All  old  forms  swift  hastening  to  decline  ; 
Nor  can  Ocean  stay  the  battle's  thunder, 

Nor  the  Nile-God,   nor  the  ancient  Rhine. 
Two  gigantic  rival  states,   contending 

For  the  sole  dominion  of  the  world. 
O'er  all  laws,  all  birthrights  else,   impending 

Have  the  trident  and  the  lightning  hurl'd. 
Every  land  to  them  must  mete  its  treasure ; 

And,   like  Brennus  in  those  ruder  days. 
Here  the  Frank  his  ponderous  falchions  measure 

In  the  wavering  scale  of  justice  lays ; 
There  his  fleets  the  Briton,  rich  and  mighty, 

Polypus-like,   stretches  o'er  the  deep, 
And  the  kingdom  of  free  Amphitrite 

Closes  as  his  own  peculiar  keep. 
To  the  South-pole's  hidden  "constellations 

In  his  restless,   boundless,   course  he  flies, 
To  all  isles,   all  coasts  of  furthest  nations  : 

All  —  but  only  those  of  Paradise. 


190  %■  >^cu  ^c^iEer. 

31* ,  umfonfi  auf  alien  Santerd^arten 

S^a^ft  fcu  nad)  bem  feligen  @etnet, 
23?o  ber  gretfieit  eitng  griinev  ©avten, 

2Bo  ber  3)tcnf(f>^eit  f^cne  Sugenb  Uiiift. 
(Snfclog  liegt  tie  333elt  t>or  teinen  ^Bliden, 

Unb  fcie  ®d)tfffa^rt  felbft  ermi^t  fie  faum; 
!Doc^  auf  ibvem  unermeffnen  9iiiden 

3ft  fiiv  5C^en  ®lMM}t  ntd)t  9iaum. 
3fn  te«  ^evjeng  ^eilig  fttUe  9iaume 

Mu^x  t)U  flie^en  au«  te^  Sekug  'I)vangl 
gret^eit  ift  uuv  in  fcem  jReic^  ter  Xraume, 

Unt  taS  8c^iJne  bliif>t  nur  im  ©efang. 


dangers  3(6fc^tcb. 


Die  9}?ufe  frf^roeigt;  mit  jungfrauUc^en  2Bangen, 
Srrijt^en  im  »erfd)amten  Slngefic^t, 
Zxitt  fie  t>or  bid),  i^r  Urtfieil  ju  eni^fangen; 
®ie  ad)tet  e«,  boc!^  fiivd)tet  fie  e§  nic^t. 
®e§  ®uten  SBeifatt  »iinfc^t  fie  ju  eriangen, 
®en  aBa^r^eit  rii^rt,  ben  i^Unnner  nicbt  Beftid)t; 
^fiuv  ttjem  ein  ^erj,  em)jfanglid)  fiir  ba«  Sd^ijne, 
3m  S3ufen  fd^lagt,  ift  wert^,  bap  er  fie  friJne. 

^fiic^t  (anger  irollen  biefe  Sieber  lefeen, 

3llg  fcig  if)r  ^lang  ein  fii^Ienb  ^erj  erfreut, 

SJJit  fc^ijnern  ^f)antafien  e8  nmgeSen, 
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Vainly  o'er  the  world's  wide  surface  ranging, 

Would'st  thou  seek  that  blessed  spot  to  know, 
Where  bright  Freedom's  verdure  smiles  unchanging, 

Where  life's  earliest  flowers  undying  blow. 
Endless  lies  the  globe's  huge,  floating  mansion, 

Scarce  can  sail  its  bulk  enormous  trace ; 
Yet  not  all  throughout  its  vast  expansion 

May  ten  happy  beings  find  a  place. 
To  the  heart's  still  chamber,   deep  and  lonely, 

Must  thou  flee  from  life's  tumultuous  throng : 
Freedom  in  the  land  of  dreams  is  only. 

And  the  Beauteous  blooms  alone  in  song. 


FAREWELL  TO  THE  READER. 

Translated  by  Lord  Lytton. 

1  he  Muse  is  silent ;  with  a  virgin  cheek, 
Bow'd  with  the  blush  of  shame,  she  ventures  near  — 

She  waits  the  judgment  that  thy  lips  may  speak, 
And  feels  the  deference,  but  disowns  the  fear. 

Such  praise  as  Virtue  gives,   'tis  hers  to   seek  — 
Bright  Truth,   not  tinsel  Folly  to  revere; 

He  only  for  her  wreath  the  flowers  should  cull 

Whose  heart,   with  hers,   beats  for  the  Beautiful. 

Nor  longer  yet  these  lays  of  mine  would  live, 
Than  to  one  genial  heart,  not  idly  stealing. 
There  some  sweet  dreams  and  fancies  fair  to  give, 


192  g.  toon  ®c^iaer. 

^Vi  ^o^eren  ®eful)(en  e«  getwel^t ; 

3ur  fevnen  9Jad^h)e(t  tooUen  fie  nicbt  fd^weben, 

<Ste  tiJnten,  fie  toertjatten  in  tev  3^^^. 

jDe8  ^2lugen6Iidfe8  Sufi  i/at  fie  gefeoren, 

<Sie  flie^en  fort  im  teid^ten  Sanj  ter  §oven. 

3!)cr  Senj  eriDad^t,  auf  ten  emarmten  Sriften 
©d^te^t  fro^e8  Sefeen  iugenbttd}  I)eri>or, 
®ie  (Staube  tDiivjt  tie  Suft  mit  9Ze!tart)itften, 
jDen  §imntel  fiiflt  ein  muntrer  ©angerd^or, 
Unt)  3;ung  unb  3llt  erge^t  fic^  in  ben  Siiften, 
Unt)  fi'euet  ficb  unb  fc^tnelgt  mit  2lug'  unb  D^r. 
jDer  Senj  entflie^t!  ^Die  Slume  fc^ie|t  in  Sanien, 
Unb  feine  bleifct  oon  atlen,  weld^e  famen. 


liOBI)    LYTTOX. 
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Some  hallowing  whispers  of  a  loftier  feeling. 
Not  for  the  far  posterity  they  strive, 

Doom'd  with  the  time,   its  impulse  but  revealing, 
Born  to  record  the  Moment's  smile  or  sigh, 
And  with  the  light  dance  of  the  Hours  to  fly. 

Spring  wakes  —  and  life,   in  all  its  youngest  hues, 
Shoots  through  the  mellowing  meads  delightedly; 

Air  the  fresh  herbage  scents  Avith  nectar-dews ; 
Livelier  the  choral  music  fills  the  sky ; 

Youth  grows  more  young,  and  age  its  youth  renews, 
In  that  field-banquet  of  the  ear  and  eye ; 

Spring  flies  —  lo,   seeds  where  once  the  flowers  have 

blush'd!    — 

And  the  last  bloom  is  gone,  and  tril  last  music  hush'd. 
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born  1787,  died  1862. 


„€in8c,  »em  ©cfang  gtgtbtn, 
3n  km  Itutfi^cn  Xid;urwfllb!" 


13* 
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Sc^afers  Sountrtgefieb. 


t^a%  iji  tier  ZaQ  DeS  ^txxn. 
^if  Un  attein  auf  wetter  §lur; 
^fioi^  (Sine  SD'Jorgenglode  nur, 
ytnn  ftiflc  na^  unb  fern. 

Ilnbctenb  fnic*  ic^  l>ier. 

£)  fiif^e«  @raun,  gel^eime«  2Be^n, 
3ll«  fnteten  inele  ungefe^n 
Unt  fceteten  mit  mir ! 

!Dcr  §immet  na^  unb  fern 
(Sr  ift  fo  flar  iinb  feterlic!^, 
(So  ganj,  at8  tooUt'  er  offnen  fief), 
2)a8  ift  Cer  Za^  t)e8  ^errn. 


^iirtemlJcrg. 

JDa«  fann  bir  aber  fe^(eu, 
9J?ein  tt)eure«  3Jaterlant)? 

3Wan  ^crt  ja  weit  erja^len 
^on  ceinem  ®egen§ftanb. 
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THE  SHEPHERD'S  SABBATH-SONG. 

Translated  by  Lady  John  Manners. 

It  is  the  Sabbath  of  the  Lord  ; 
In  the  wide  plain  I  am  alone, 
One  morning  bell  chimes  forth  its  tone, 

Now  perfect  quiet  reigns  abroad. 

Adoring,   kneel  I  here : 

O  secret  awe !  I  thrill,  and  feel 

As  if  a  multitude  did  kneel, 
Unseen,  and  praying  near. 

The  sky,  so  vast  and  broad, 
Is  glorious  on  every  side. 
Almost  as  if  'twould  open  wide  — 

It  is  the  Sabbath  of  the  Lord. 


WURTEMBERG. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat. 

What  is  it  that  thou  lackest, 

Mine  own  dear  Fatherland? 
The  rumours  of  thy  riches 

Are  heard  on  every  hand. 
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'SJlan  fagt,  bu  feift  ein  ®«iteu, 

.5Du  feift  ein  ^aratie«; 
aSaS  fannfl  tu  mel^v  ertBavten, 
23L>enn  man  bicf^  feltg  )3vte0? 

(Sin  2Bort,  bag  fici^  ijererbte, 
(S^rad)  jener  (S^venmann, 

SCenn  man  bid^  gern  terberbte, 
Da^  man  e«  boc^  nid^t  fann. 

Unb  tjlt  benn  nid^t  ergoffen 
jDein  gruc^tfelb  trie  etn  3[Reer? 

^ommt  nid)t  ber  9)toft  geftoffen 
3Jon  taufenb  §iigeln  ^ev? 

Unb  tt)immefn  bir  nic^t  i^ifci^e 
3n  iebem  Strom  nnb  2:etc^? 

3ft  nid^t  bein  2Ba(bge6itfd|e 
%n  2Bilb  nuv  aU^u  reid)? 

Zniht  niift  bic  SSoUen^erbe 
2luf  beiner  tceiten  2116, 

Unb  nd^reft  bu  nid^t  "ipferbe 
Unb  9?inber  alllentfjalb  ? 

$Brt  man  nic^t  fernl^in  preifen 
®e«  Sc^toarswalbg  ftcimmtg  ^olj? 

§aft  bu  ntd)t  ©alj  unb  (Sifen 
Unb  felSft  ein  tornlein  @olb«'^ 


W.    W.    SKEAT. 

They  say  thou  art  a  garden, 
Where  Eden's  wealth  is  found ; 

What   hast  thou  yet  to  wish  for, 
When  all  thy  praises  sound? 

We  read,   an  ancient  worthy 
Hath  written  thus  of  thee  : 

"Though  men  should  seek  thy  ruin, 
Thou  couldst  not  ruined  be." 

Do  not  thy  fruitful  cornfields 
Like  some  vast  sea  extend? 

While  from  a  thousand  hill-tops 
Red  streams  of  must  descend? 

And  swarm  not  shoals  of  fishes 
In  every  dyke  and  stream? 

Do  not  thy  forest-copses 

With  game  exhaustless  teem? 

Roams  not  o'er  every  mountain 
The  shepherd's  fleecy  care? 

And  hast  thou  not  strong  horses 
And  heifers  everywhere? 

Is  not  Black-Forest  timber 

In  every  land  extolled? 
Hast  thou  not  salt  and  iron. 

And  even  grains  of  gold? 
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Unb  ftnfc  ntc^t  fcetne  Jraucn 
@o  f)au«Itd^,  fromiu  unb  treu? 

Srfclul>t  in  beinen  ®auen 
^fiic^t  iBSeingfccrg  ctoig  neu? 

Unt)  ftnt)  nid^t  betne  SJJanner 
m-bettfam,  vet5U(^,  fc^Ud^t? 

Xer  ^vteCen^iDevfe  ileuner 
Unb  ta^fer,  wenit  man  fid^t! 

Du  ?anb  be«  ^ovn«  unt)  Setne«, 
T!u  fegenreic!^  @e[d)(e(i|t, 

2Ba«  fe^It  ttv?  M  unb  etne8, 
^a8  a(te  gute  ^ec^t. 


5fm  nc^tacljittcit  ©ctoBcr  1816. 


(I)em  britten  ^a^rcsta^e  ber  <Sc^Iad^t  sou  Sci^jtg. 

UPenn  Iieut  ein  ®etft  ^ernieberfttege, 
3ug(eid|  ein  Sanger  unb  ein  ^elb, 

■    (Sin  folc^er,  ber  im  ^eitgen  .friege 
@efaflen  an\  bem  ©iegegfelb, 
2)er  fange  n>o^l  auf  beutfc^er  (Srbe 
(Sin  fd^arfeg  ?ieb  wie  ®c^TOerte§ftreid|, 
''Jiic^t  fo,  trie  id^  e«  fiinben  roerbe, 

'  ^^lein,  ^immelgfraftig,  bonnergleid) : 


W.     W.     SKBAT. 

And  are  not  all  thy  women 

Domestic,  pure,   and  true? 
Blooms  not  in  every  province 

A  Weinsberg  alway  new? 

And  are  not  all  thy  yeomen 

Industrious,   honest,  blunt? 
In  arts  of  peace  accomplished. 

And  brave  in  battle's  brunt? 

Thou  land  of  corn  and  vineyards. 
Whereon  such  blessings  'light. 

What  lack'st  thou?   One,   yea,  all  things  — 
Where's  now  the  Good  Old  Right  ? 


ON  THE  18th  OF  OCTOBER,  1816. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat. 


201 


[The  third  anniversary  of  the  battle  of  Leipsic.) 

(Should  now  some  spirit  here  alight, 

At  once  a  bard  and  warrior  brave. 
Such  as  in  Freedom's  glorious  fight 

His  life  to  serve  his  country  gave, 
Wide  through  the  German  land  should  ring 

A  stirring,   sabre-edged  song, 
Not  such  as  I,   alas  !   shall  sing, 

But  thunder-loud,   divinely  strong :  — 
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,;Sfla\i  \pxa^  einmal  toon  geftgelciute, 
9)?an  f^vac^  »cn  etnem  geuermeer ; 
3)oc^,  »»a«  taS  gvctle  gcft  kbeute, 
9Bet^  e§  benn  jc^t  ncd)  irgent  toer? 
2Bo^l  muffen  ©eiftev  niercrfteigen, 
SSon  f)etlgem  Sifev  aufgevegt, 
Unt  itjre  SBuiitenmale  jetgen, 
jDa^  ii)r  tarein  tic  finger  tegt. 

„3^r  ^urften,  feib  juevft  feefraget! 
^crgaf^t  if)r  Jenen  Sag  tev  ®d;lad;t, 
3lu  tern  i^v  auf  ten  ^nieeu  laget 
Unc  ^ulttgtet  tev  ^bt)crii  9)Ja^t? 
2Benn  cure  (Sc^mad)  tie  S3plfer  toften, 
aSenn  it)ve  Xxcm  fie  er^^vobt, 
(2c  ift'«  an  end),  nidjt  ju  certvoften, 
3u  teiften  je^t,  tt>a8  i^r  gelofct. 

„3()r  SSiJtfcr,  bie  il^r  toiel  gelitten, 
S3erga^t  aud^  i^r  ben  fd^wuten  !!lag? 
XaS  iperrlic^fte,  toa§  i^r  erftvitten, 
aSie  fommt'S,  ba^  eg  ni(j^t  frommen  mag? 
3ermalmt  l^aU  it)r  bie  fremben  §ovben, 
®ocb  innen  ^at  fid)  ni*t8  ge^ettt, 
Unb  freter  feib  i^v  nic^t  geworben, 
9Benn  i^r  ba§  9Jec^t  nidjt  feftgeftellt. 

„31>r  SKeifen,  muf?  man  euA  fcertd^ten, 
^te  i^r  bod)  3lUe«  toifjen  wottt, 
2Bie  bie  (Sinfciltigen  unb  Sc^Iic^ten 
gur  Hare«  ^ecbt  i^r  S(ut  gejoEt? 
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"Men  speak  of  triumphs  loud  and  gay, 

Of  bonfires  bright  in  years  gone  by, 
But  who  is  found  to  tell  to-day 

What  such  rejoicings  signify? 
'Twould  seem  that  spirits  must  descend, 

Raised  from  the  dead  by  holy  zeal. 
To  shew  you  where  their  wounds  extend. 

That  your  own  hands  their  depth  may  feel. 

And  first,   ye  dukes  and  princes,   tell, 

Have  ye  forgot  that  battle-hour, 
When  on  your  knees  ye  humbly  fell 

And  magnified  a  Higher  Power? 
If  for  your  fame  the  people  fought, 

If  ye  have  ever  found  them  true, 
'Tis' yours,   to  vow  no  more  for  naught, 

But,   what  ye  promised  them,   to  do! 

Ye  people  who  have  much  endured. 

Have  ye  that  day  of  toil  forgot? 
That  day,   that  matchless  fame  procured  — 

How  comes  it  that  it  profits  not? 
The  foreign  hordes  ye  taught  to  flee. 

There  shines  at  home  no  guiding  light ; 
Ye  are  not  free,  ye  are  not  free, 

Ye  have  not  aye  held  fast  the  right. 

Ye  sages,   must  I  hint  to  you 
In  learned  works  so  deeply  read, 

How  well  th'  unlettered  simple  crew 

In  Freedom's  cause  their  life-blood  shed? 
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aWetnt  i^r,  fcap  in  ben  ^ei^en  @lutt|en 
Die  3cit,  etn  ^t)oni^-,  fid)  evneut, 
iilux  uni  bie  Sier  au«jubvnten, 
!l)ie  i^r  gef^aftig  unterftveut? 

„^^r  i^urftenrdt^'  unb  §ofmaifcf)dUe 
SD^it  triibem  ©tern  auf  faltev  33vuft, 
2)ie  i^r  ooni  S^an^jf  urn  Seipjigg  SBdUe 
2Bo^I  gar  fei«  ^eute  ntc^t§  gcwufet, 
SBernel^mt!  an  biefem  ^eutgen  Xage 
^pielt  @ott  ber  §err  ein  gro^  @evid^t. 
•Ofl^r  aber  ^Brt  nid^t,  waS  id)  fage, 
3^r  glaufet  an  ©eiftevftimnien  nid|t. 

„Sa«  id)  gefoUt,  l)ab'  ic^  gefungen 
Unb  toieber  fd^twing'  id)  mid)  eni^jor; 
225a6  nieinem  33Ii(f  fid)  anfgebrungen, 
33erfiinb'  icft  bort  bent  fefgen  S^or : 
,.,Mi^t  vii^men  fann  id^,  nid^t  oerbanimen, 
UntviJfilid)  ift'«  noc^  aUevtodrtS; 
Ijod}  \ai)  ii)  mand^eg  2luge  jtammen 
Unb  flo^jfen  f)i)rt'  ic^  manc^eg  ^ev5."" 
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Think  ye  that  in  the  flames  of  strife 
The  age  was,  phoenix-like,   re-made, 

Only  to  bring  the  eggs  to  life 
That  ye  so  busily  have  laid? 

Ye  councillors  and  courtiers  all, 

With  tarnished  stars  on  breasts  of  stone, 
Who  of  the  fight  by  Leipsic's  wall 

Till  now,  perchance,  have  never  known, 
Know  that  on  this  eventful  djty 

Did  God  His  righteous  dooms  reveal; 
But  ah!   —  ye  hear  not  what  I  say, 

Nor  faith  in  Spirit- voices  feel. 

The  lay  I  yearned  to  sing  is  o'er, 

I  seek  the  skies  from  whence  I  came; 
What  here  has  come  mine  eyes  before, 

I  to  the  heavenly  host  proclaim. 
'I  scarce  can  praise,  I  will  not  blame, 

Small  hope  on  every  side  is  found  ; 
Yet  saw  I  many  an  eye  aflame, 

And  many  a  heart  I  heard  to  bound!"* 
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SCuf  ben  ®o5  ems  Janbgcijlfic^ftt. 


6(eii>t  abgefc^telinen  Oeifiern  tie  ©eiralt 

3u  fe^ren  nad^  bem  irtfd^en  Slufeitt^alt, 

(So  fe^reft  bu  nid^t  in  fcer  SD^onbennac^t, 

2Benn  nur  bie  (Se^nfuc^t  unb  bie  ©d)tDermut^  i»ad^t ; 

yiein,  roann  ein  (Sonnenmcvgen  niebeifteigt, 

So  fic^  im  tceiten  SBIau  fein  2BoI!c^en  "5eigt, 

2Co  ^oc^  unb  go(ben  fid)  bie  (Svute  ^ebt, 

3Rit  rotten,  Hauen  33lumen  Ijell  buv^toefet, 

3)ann  toanbelft  bu,  »ie  einft,  buvd^  ba«  ©efilb 

Unb  griigeft  jeben  (Sd^nirter  fveunblic^  milb. 


^M0 :  „2lormannifc^er  -Srauc^." 

S^orttba  ftngt: 

JHo^l  ftfet  am  SWeevegftranbe 
Sin  jarteg  3ungfraulein ; 

®ie  angelt  mand^e  ©tunbe, 
Sein  5ifd}(ein  6ei§t  iljr  ein. 

©ie  ^at  'nen  9iing  am  finger 

ayjit  rotfiem  (Sbelftein, 
1)en  binb't  fie  an  bie  3(ngel, 

2Birft  i^n  ing  SD'Jeer  ^inein. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  VILLAGE- PRIEST. 

Translated  by  the   Rev.  "W.  W.  Skeat. 


If  with  departed  souls  the  power  doth  dwell 
Again  to  visit  scenes  once  loved  so  well, 
Thou  wilt  not  come  when  moonlight  floods  the  skies, 
When  only  sadness  wakes,   and  passion  sighs. 
No !   when  the  summer's  morning  softly  breaks, 
When  the  blue  sky  is  free  from  cloudy  flakes. 
When  wave  the  corn-fields  high  of  golden  hue, 
Enwoven  bright  with  flowerets  red  and  blue, 
Then  through  the  fields  thou'lt  wander  as  erewhile, 
Greeting  each  reaper  with  a  friendly  smile. 


FROM  "A  NORMAN  CUSTOM;  A  DRAMATIC 
POEM." 

-    Translated  by  W.  Cullen  Bryant. 


A  northern  legend.  ' 

iThorildd s  Song.) 

1  here  sits  a  lovely  maiden, 
The  ocean  murmuring  nigh  ; 

She  throws  the  hook,   and  watches: 
The  fishes  pass  it  by. 

A  ring,   with  a  red  jewel. 
Is  sparkling  on  her  hand ; 

Upon  the  hook  she  binds  it, 
And  flings  it  from  the  land. 
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S)a  ^ebt  fic^  au8  bcv  STtefe 
'9te  ^ant)  »ie  (SIfenBein, 

!I)ie  Ia0t  am  ginger  Wmkw 
jE)a«  golfcne  Stingelein. 

!Da  f)ebt  fic^  ait§  tjem  ®runt>e 
(gin  9Jitter  Jung  unb  fein, 

Sr  pvangt  in  golbnen  ®cf>up^en 
Unt)  f^ielt  im  tSonnenfc^ein. 

2)a8  9)iabd)en  f^jric^t  erf(^rorfen : 
„9iein,  eCler  9fitter,  ncin. 

Safe  bu  mein  ^ingtein  golt»en! 
@or  nic^t  fcege^rt'  tc^  Detn." 

..SlfJan  angelt  ntc^t  nac^  gifc^en 
9Wtt  @otb  unc  gCelftein; 

!lDa«  SJinglein  ta§'  ic^  nimmer, 
SO^Jein  eigen  mufet  fcu  fein." 


^cr  Bfinbe  Mnic^. 


tiJaS  fte'^t  cer  norbfdien  lyec^ter  Sd^aar 

^o(i^  auf  t)e«  5Dieere0  SBoit? 
2Bag  iDill  in  feinem  grauen  ^aar 

©er  blinbe  ^onig  tort? 
Sr  ruft,  in  bittrem  §arme 

2luf  feinen  Stab  geletjnt, 
S)afe  uberm  2)?eere8arme 

®a«  Sitanfe  tDietertiJnt. 
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Uprises  from  the  water 
A  hand  like  ivory  fair. 

What  gleams  upon  its  finger? 
The  golden  ring  is  there. 

Uprises  from  the  bottom 

A  young  and  handsome  knight: 
In  golden  scales  he  rises, 

That  glitter  in  the  light. 

The  maid  is  pale  with  terror  — 
"Nay,  Knight  of  Ocean,   nay, 

It  was  not  thee  I  wanted ; 
Let  go  the  ring,   I  pray." 

"Ah.   maiden,   not  to  fishes 
The  bait  of  gold  is  thrown ; 

The  ring  shall  never  leave  me. 
And  thou  must  be  my  own." 


THE  BLIND  KING. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat. 


\T  hy  hasten  to  the  shining  sands 

The  warriors  of  the  North? 
Why,   with  white  head  uncovered,   stands 

The  blind  old  monarch  forth  ? 
Hark  !   o'er  his  staff  low-bending, 

Loud  shouts  the  anguished  king, 
Till,  o'er  the  straits  extending. 

The  isle's  loud  echoes  ring. 

QoLDScHMiDT,  German  Poetry.  14 
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1)ie  ^^oc^ter  mir  juriirf! 
3f^r  ^arfenf^iel,  if)r  Sieb  fo  fu^ 

Sar  meine«  liters  @IM. 
SJom  San',  auf  griinem  ©tranbe 

^aft  bu  fie  ireggevaubt ; 
jDir  ift  e6  eirtg  Sdianbe, 

2Kir  beugt'g  ba8  graue  fjau^jt!" 

!I)a  tritt  au«  fetnev  S?Iuft  ^ercor 

il)er  9^auber  gvo§  unb  tt)ilb, 
(Sr  fc^itingt  fein  ^unenfd)i»ert  em^or 

Unb  fc^Iagt  an  feinen  Sd^llb : 
„Xu  i)aft  ja  tjiele  SBac^ter, 

2Sarum  benn  (ittcn'S  bte? 
3)ir  bient  fo  manc^er  S^ec^ter, 

Unb  feiner  fam^ft  um  fie?" 

"iilo^  fte^n  bte  i^eci^ter  atte  ftuntm, 

■Jritt  feiner  aug  ben  9tei^n, 
jDer  bltnbe  fiJnig  fe^rt  fic^  um: 

„33in  ic^  benn  ganj  aUetn?" 
'^a  fa§t  be6  SSaterS  ^led^te 

(Setn  junger  <2o^n  fo  warm : 
„SBergonn'  ntir'S,  ba§  ic^  ferfite! 

So^l  fit^r  16)  traft  im  2lrm." 

„£)  (So^n,  ber  ^einb  ift  riefenftarf, 
3i^m  i)ielt  no^  feiner  ©tanb , 

Unb  boc^,  in  bir  ift  eb(e§  Sl^arf, 
3d^  fitf)!'^  am  !l)rucf  ber  ^anb. 
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"Give,  pirate !   from  thy  rock-retreat, 

Give  back  my  daughter  dear  I 
Her  sounding  harp,   her  song  so  sweet 

My  drooping  age  did  cheer. 
Here  once  she  danced  in  gladness 

Thou  stol'st  my  child  away  ; 
My  head  thou'st  bowed  with  sadness, 

Thyself  art  shamed  for  aye !" 

Then  issues  from  his  rocky  cave 

The  giant  fierce  and  proud; 
His  giant  sword  behold  him  wave, 

His  heavy  shield  clangs  loud. 
"Sure  thou  hadst  guards  unnumbered, 

But  none  would  dare  to  stir ; 
With  warriors  thou  art  cumbered. 

Will  no  one  fight  for  her  ?" 

There  steps  no  champion  from  the  ring, 

But  all  are  mute  as  stone ; 
Round  turns  in  grief  the  aged  king: 

"Why  mourn  I  here  alone  ?" 
A  hand  his  own  is  pressing. 

His  son  claims  leave  to  fight; 
"O  father,  grant  thy  blessing, 

I  feel  mine  arm  hath  might." 

"O  son,  a  giant's  strength  hath  he, 

Before  him  none  may  stand, 
And  yet  —  true  courage  reigns  in  thee, 

So  firm  thou  hold'st  my  hand. 

14* 
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9ltmm  l^ier  tie  alte  ^ttnge! 

Sie  tft  tev  Sfalteu  ^rei«. 
tint)  fatlft  t)U,  fo  »erfd)itnge 

!Die  glut^  mi*  anuen  ®ret«!" 

Unc  tiord^  1  e«  fci^aumet,  unb  eg  raufd)t 

!l)er  9?ac^en  ufcevS  SDieev, 
3)er  fcUnte  ^iJntg  ftet)t  unb  laufd^t, 

Unt  atle§  fc(^»etgt  um^er, 
93i«  trttben  fic^  er^ofcen 

iDer  Sd^ilt)'  unt)  (2d^»erter=(2c^att 
Unt)  ilamvfgefd^vei  unt  2;ofeen 

Unb  bum^fer  ©ietev^aU. 

Xa  ruft  ter  @vei«  fo  fveutig  bang: 

„3agt  an,  nja8  if)r  evfd^aut ! 
9)?etn  Sdjwcvt,  id)  fcnn'«  am  guten  ^tang, 

(gg  gab  fc  fAarfcn  ?aut." 
,,'Dtx  9iaut)er  ift  gefatlen, 

(5r  l^at  ten  felut'gen  £o!)n. 
§eil  tir,  tu  O^It  tjor  ^lUen, 

!Du  ftarfer  .^cniggfo^n!" 

Unt  wieter  »irt  e§  fttU  uml)er, 

35er  .^bnig  fte^t  unt  laufc^t: 
„2Ba8  l^or'  id;  fcmnien  iifcer'8  9J?eer'^ 

Sg  rutert  unt  eg  vaufcbt." 
„<2ie  f'cmmen  ongefat)ren, 

1)ein  3of)n  mit  Sc^wert  unt  ©c^ilb ; 
3n  fonnenfjeHen  ^aaren 

3)ein  2:o6ter(ein  ©unilt." 
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Here,   take  my  sword,  for  slaughter 

Renowned  in  minstrels'  tale. 
And  let  this  surging  water 

Receive  me,   should'st  thou  fail." 

And  hark  !   with  keen  and  rushing  prow 

The  skiflf  skims  o'er  the  deep ; 
The  blind  old  king  stands  listening  now, 

A  silence  spreads  like  sleep ; 
Soon  o'er  the  straits  the  rattle 

Of  sword  and  shield  is  sent, 
And  mingled  cries  of  battle 

With  echoes  strangely  blent. 

With  anxious  glee  the  old  man  spoke, 

"Oh  say,   what  have  ye  seen? 
My  sword  —  I  know  its  grinding  stroke, 

It  sounds  so  sharp  and  keen!" 
"The  pirate's  blood,   out-welling, 

Is  now  his  crime's  reward. 
Hail  thou  !   in  strength  excelling, 

Brave  prince,   heroic  lord  !" 

Once  more  o'er  all  doth  silence  reign. 

The  King  bends  down  to  hark ; 
"What  hear  I  come  across  the  main, 

A  rush  of  oars   —   a  bark  ?" 
"They  come  to  thy  caresses  — 

Thy  son  with  sword  and  shield, 
And,   crowned  with  sunbright  tresses. 

Thy  darling  child  Gunild!" 
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„333i(f ommcn  I "  ruft  fom  ^okn  <2tein 

3)er  fclintie  ®ret8  '^evab, 
..'D^un  ttJtvfc  metn  fitter  iroimtg  fetn 

Unfc  el^reiifoH  metn  ©vab. 
jDu  legft  mtv,  ®o^n,  jur  <3ette 

!Da«  <2d)tDeit  t>on  gutem  ^lang; 
©unilCe,  tu  Scfreite, 

(Stngft  mtr  ten  ©rabgefang." 


Dae  Sc^fot;  am  ^cere. 

j^aft  tu  fea«  (2d)Io^  gefe^en, 
®a3  ^oI)e  SAlo^  am  3)?eev? 

©olUen  unt)  rofig  n^e^en 
!Die  SBolfen  fcviiter  "^er. 

(S«  moc^te  fid^  nteternetgcn 
5n  tie  fpiegelflare  ^^tut^, 

(5«  niBdbte  ftveben  unb  fteigen 
3n  ber  3l6entn)olfen  ©lut^ 

„2Bo^(  t)at)'  tc^  e«  gefe^en, 
!I)a8  ^ofte  Sd^tof^  am  9Weer, 

Unb  ten  9)?ont  tariikr  fteijen 
Unt  9Jek(  weit  umi>er." 

®cr  aSint  unt  te«  a)kere«  SBaUen, 
@aben  jte  fvtfcfien  tlang? 

SJcrnat)mft  tu  au«  I)ot)en  |)anen 
©aiten  unt  geftgefang? 
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Blithe  welcome  from  the  cliff  on  high 

The  blind  old  monarch  gave  : 
"Now  bliss  shall  crown  me  ere  I  die, 

And  -honour  deck  my  grave. 
My  sword,   renowned  for  slaughter, 

O  son,  beside  me  lay. 
Gunild,   my  ransomed  daughter, 

My  dirge  shall  softly  play!" 

THE  CASTLE  BY  THE  SEA. 

Translated  by  Henry  W.    Longfellow. 

Hast  thou  seen  that  lordly  castle, 

That  Castle  by  the  Sea? 
Golden  and  red  above  it 
The  clouds  float  gorgeously. 

"And  fain  it  would  stoop  downward 

To  the  mirror'd  wave  below ; 
And  fain  it  would  soar  upward 

In  the  evening's  crimson  glow." 

"Well  have  I  seen  that  castle, 

That  Castle  by  the  Sea, 
And  the  moon  above  it  standing, 

And  the  mist  rise  solemnly." 

"The  winds  and  the  waves  of  ocean, 

Had  they  a  meriy  chime? 
Didst  thou  hear,  from  those  lofty  chambers. 

The  harp  and  the  minstrel's  rhyme?" 
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„2)ie  SBinfce,  tie  Sogen  aUe 
Sagen  in  tiefev  9iu^'; 

©inem  tlageliet)  auiS  tev  ^alle 
|)i5rt'  id^  mit  lil^l^ranen  ju."    ■ 

Sa^eft  bu  ofcen  ge^en 

Xen  tonig  unt)  fein  ©ema^l, 
'S}tx  rotten  2)?antet  2Be^en, 

3)er  goltnen  kronen  ©tta^l? 

i^iifivten  fie  nidjt  mit  Sonne 
(Sine  l^cne  ^nngfvau  tav, 

^errlic^  toie  eine  Sonne, 
Stra^lent)  im  goltnen  §aar? 

„So^l  faV  ic^  tie  (Sltern  fceibe 
Df>ne  ter  S^ronen  Sic^t 

3;m  fc^ioarjen  XraueiKeifce ; 
1;ie  3fungfrau  fa^'  ic^  nic^t." 


^ns  Sfiiubcl)cn. 


Hla«  icecfen  au§  tern  Sc^lummer  mid) 

i^ur  fu^e  tiange  cod)? 
D  9J?uttev,  fie^ !  wev  mag  eiS,  fein 

3;n  fpater  Stunbe  nod)? 

„3c^  ^iJre  nic^tg,  iif  fe^e  nid)t«,     . 

D  fc^lummre  fort  fo  lint)! 
Wlan  bringt  tir  feine  <2tanfcc^en  jeljt, 

5}u  arme«  !ranfe§  tint)!" 
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"The  winds  and  the  waves  of  ocean, 

They  rested  quietly  : 
But  I  heard,   on  the  gale,  a  sound  of  wail. 

And  tears  came  to  mine  eye." 

"And  sawest  thou  on  the  turrets 

The  King  and  his  royal  bride? 
And  the  wave  of  their  crimson  mantles? 

And  the  golden  crown  of  pride? 

"Led  they  not  forth,   in  rapture, 

A  beauteous  maiden  there? 
Resplendent  as  the  morning  sun, 

Beaming  with  golden  hair?" 

"Well  saw  I  the  ancient  parents. 

Without  the  crown  of  pride ; 
They  were  moving  slow,   in  weeds  of  woe. 

No  maiden  was  by  their  side!" 

THE  SERENADE. 

Translated  by  Lady  John  Manners. 

What  from  my  slumber  wakens  me  — 
What  sweet  tones  echo  near? 
O  mother,   see,  what  can  it  be 
At  this  late  hour  I  hear?" 

"0  slumber,   slumber  calmly  still, 

Nothing  I  hear  or  see ; 
For  now  they  bring  no  serenade. 

Poor  suffering  child,   to  thee." 


218  Subtrig  Ubknb. 

(S8  tft  tiic^t  irbifc^e  9)lufif, 
2Ba«  mt^  fo  freuttg  mac^t, 

9)ii*  rufen  ©ugel  mit  ©efang; 
£)  9)?utter,  gute  9Ja*t! 


C5e0  dangers  2SteberRe()r. 


Dort  liegt  tev  (Sanger  auf  fcer  SSa^re, 
®e^  btetdber  9JJunt)  fern  ?tet)  'Beginnt; 

(S«  fran^en  !3)apt)ne8  falbe  §aare 
!Dte  <3ttrne,  t>ic  nic^tS  metir  evfinnt. 

iUian  legt  ju  i^m  in  fAmncten  9toUen 
!I)te  le^ten  ^iefcer,  tie  er  fang; 

2)te  Seier,  tie  fo  ^etl  erfc^oUen, 
?iegt  i^m  in  airmen,  fontev  0ang. 

(So  f(^lummevt  er  ben  tiefen  <3c^(ummer; 

(Sein  Siet)  untwe^t  noc^  jeteg  D'ifx, 
®o(^  nci^rt  e8  ftet«  ben  ^erben  Summer, 

1)a§  man  ten  ^errlicben  toerlor. 

9530^1  ajionten,  ^a^re  fint  terfcbiounten, 
Stjpreffen  touc^fen  urn  fein  @rab, 

!S)ie  feinen  Sot  fo  fjerb  em^funten, 
®ie  fanfen  atte  felbft  l^inab. 
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''It  is  no  music  of  the  earth 

That  fills  me  with  delight, 
Angels  are  calling  me  with  song; 

O,   mother  mine,   good  night!" 


THE  MINSTREL'S  RETURN. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  W.  W.   Skeat. 


Ihe  minstrel  on  the  bier  reclines, 
His  pallid  lips  no  songs  outpour ; 

Its  faded  leaves  the  laurel  twines 

Around  the  brow  that  thinks  no  more. 

And  there,   in  scrolls  rolled  neatly  round. 

Are  laid  the  songs  that  last  he  sang ; 
His  hands  still  touch,   without  a  sound, 

The  harp  that  once  so  blithely  rang. 

Tho'  sleeping  thus  his  last  long  sleep. 
Still  sound  his  songs  in  every  ear. 

And  feed  men's  sorrow  keen  and  deep 
For  loss  of  one  sublime  and  dear.   — 

Now  many  a  month  and  year  have  fled, 
Above  him  waves  the  cypress  dim ; 

And  they  who  mourned  the  minstrel  dead, 
Themselves  have  sunk  to  sleep,   like  him. 
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!X)o(^  toie  ber  ^^riililing  icieberfel^ret 
Wit  frtfc^er  traft  unt  9tegfam!ett, 

®o  »ant>e(t  ietjt  cerjitngt,  »er!taret, 
Der  Sanger  in  ter  neuen  3cit- 

Sr  ift  ten  Sefeenben  fereinet, 

3Som  ^audj  teS  ©rabeS  feine  <S^ur. 

Tii  33onrelt,  tie  t^n  tott  gemeinet, 
Jefct  felbft  in  feinem  ?iete  nur. 


CDer  Stubcnt. 


7ll8  id)  einft  bei  *2alamanca 
gru^  in  einem  ©arten  faf?, 

Unt  beim  Sd^lacj  tev  9'iac{)tigaUcn 
(Smftg  im  §omeru§  la«, 

2Bie  in  glanjenten  ©ettjanten 

Unb  )o  t)errlid)  fic^  er^eigte 
T)cm  tvojanifc^en  Senat, 

jDa^  cevne^mlic^  ber  unb  jener 
Svunmit  in  feinen  grauen  33art 

„(£old)  ein  2Beib  irarb  nie  gefe^en, 
Jraun,  fie  ift  oon  ©otter art," 
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Yet  as  the  spring  returns,   endued 

With  verdure  fresh  and  quickening  power ; 

So  lives,  with  fame  and  youth  renewed, 
The  minstrel  —  to  this  latest  hour. 

Unblighted  by  the  grave's  cold  breath, 

To  living  men  he  yet  belongs; 
The  age,   that  once  bemoaned  his  death, 

Survives  but  in  his  deathless  songs. 


THE  STUDENT. 

(From  Blackwood"  8  Magazine.     May  1846. 


As  by  Salamanca's  city. 

Once  I  sate  within  the  vale, 
And  while  birds  were  round  me  singing, 

Read  in  Homer's  master  tale; 

How,   in  gay  and  rich  apparel, 

Helen  mounted  Ilion's  wall : 
And  so  wondrous  seemed  her  beautj- 

To  the  Trojan  elders  all, 

"That  each  greybeard  to  his  neighbour 
Muttered,  gazing  on  her  face  : 

Trust  me,   never  was  there  woman 
Seen  so  fair  of  earthly  race  !" 
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3118  id)  fo  mid)  ganj  certiefet, 
3Kufet'  i(i^  niijt,  »ie  mtr  gefc^a^, 

3n  t)ie  33latter  fu^r  ein  2Bei)en, 
jCa^  id)  ftaunent)  um  mid)  fal). 

2luf  6enac^bavtem  33alfone 

223e(d)  ein  2i?untev  fc^aut'  i(^  ta! 

!t)ort  in  glan^jcnten  ©ewanten 
(Stanb  ein  Seib  ivie  Helena, 

Unb  ein  ©vaubart  i^r  ^ur  Scite, 
3)er  fo  feltfam  freuntUc^  tijat, 

®a^  ic^  fd)n)i>ren  mod)t',  ev  waxt 
3Son  ber  2;voev  ^ol^em  9?at^. 

!Doc^  ic^  felbft  irart)  ein  Ic^aer, 
2)er  ic^  nun  feit  jenem  Sag 

S3or  bem  feften  ©arten^ufe, 
Siner  neuen  XxQ\a,  lag. 

Um  e8  uncerblumt  5U  fagen, 
2)iand)e  Sommewod)'  entlang 

tarn  id}  t)ovtf)tn  ieten  Slbenc 
9)?it  fcev  Sant'  unC  mit  ©efang, 

^lagt'  in  mannigfad)en  SSeifen 
?i3^einer  !i?iebe  Dual  unt  Xirang, 

33i«  jule^t  »cm  ^olien  ©itter 
©ii^e  Slntoovt  niebeiKang. 
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And  I  deeper  read  and  deeper, 

Marking  nought  that  passed  around, 

Till  the  leaves  beside  me  rustled, 
Then  I  started  at  the  sound. 

On  a  neighbouring  balcony, 

What  a  wonder  there  I  saw ! 
There  in  gay  and  rich  apparel 

Stood  a  maid  like  Helena. 

And  an  old  man  was  behind  her. 
With  so  strange,  yet  kind  a  mien, 

That  I  could  have  sworn  —  the  elder 
Had  of  Priam's  counsel  been. 

Then  was  I  a  bold  Achaian, 

For  from  that  remember'd   day, 
Ever  near  the  haunted  dwelling. 

Like  another  Troy,   I  lay. 

Simply  to  relate  my  story  — 

Many  a  week  of  summer  long, 
Came  I  every  evening  thither, 

With  my  lute  and  with  my  song, 

Told  in  many  a  mournful  ditty 

All  my  love  and  all  my  pain. 
Till  from  out  the  lofty  lattice 

Came  a  sweet  response  again. 
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<SoIrf>e6  Spiel  mit  SBovt  unt)  ^^onen 
5trteben  wtr  etn  I)a(fee§  3ia^r, 

Unb  aurf>  t)ie§  war  nur  fergonnet, 
aSett  ^16  taufe  ber  SJormunt)  »ar. 

§ub  er  gleic^  fic^  oft  toom  i-ager 
(Sc^tafloS,  eiferfiicfitig  fcang, 

331ieben  Coc!^  i^m  unfre  Stimmen 
Unget)ort  wte  Spijarenflang. 

^Ber  etnjl  (tie  9ia(!^t  tear  fd^aurig, 
StevntoS,  finftev  tuie  bag  @vab) 

tlang  auf  bag  genjofjnte  3ci*en 
^etne  '3lnt»ort  mir  ^txab; 

9tur  ein  alt  ja^tilofeS  grauletn 
2Barb  t)cn  metner  ©timmc  load^, 

9iur  bag  alte  i^raulein  6*0 
<Sto^nte  meiite  .^lagen  nach : 

9}?eine  ®ct)one  war  i^evfc^iimnben, 
Seer  bic  3iwmer,  leer  ber  Saal, 

Seer  ber  Munienretcf^e  ©arten, 
9iingg  »ercbet  33erg  unb  Z^a\. 

2lc^,  unb  nie  t)att'  16^  erfaljren 
3;^re  §eimat^,  i^ren  (Stanb, 

aBeit  fie,  beibeg  ju  tjerfcbtDeigen, 
"3lngelo6t  mit  9)?unb  unb  §anb. 
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Thus  exchanging  word  and  music 

Passed  we  half  the  fleeting  year;   — 

Even  this  was  only  granted 

While  the  dotard  did  not  hear. 

Often  from  his  couch  he  wandered, 

Restless,  jealous,   and  awake; 
But  unheard  by  him  our  voices, 

As  the  songs  the  planets  make.    , 

But  at  last  —  the  night  was  fearful. 
Starless,   gloomy  as  the  grave   — 

To  my  well-accustomed  signal 

No  response  the  loved  one  gave  ; 

Only  one  old  toothless  lady 

Heard  me  evermdire  complain  — 

Only  that  old  maiden.  Echo, 
Sent  me  back  my  call  again. 

Vanished  was  my  love  —  my  beauty  — 
Empty  chamber,   room,   and  hall; 

Empty  was  the  blooming  garden   — 
Cold  and  desolate  were  all ! 

Ah !   and  ne'er  had  I  discover'd. 

Where  her  home,  or  what  her  name  ; 

For  by  word  and  sign  she  threaten'd 
Never  to  disclose  the  same. 

GoLDscHMiDT,  German  Poetrv.  '15 
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2)a  bef^lo§  id),  fie  ju  fud^en 
9?a^  unb  fern,  auf  trver  gal^rt ; 

!t)en  .^omevuS  Ue§  t(i^  Uegen, 
gtun  i(^  felbft  Urt)ffe«  warb, 

^lal^m  bie  Saute  juv  ©efa^rttn 
Unt)  cor  Jeglic^em  Ktan, 

Unter  iebem  ©ttterfenfter 

gvag'  i(!^  tetf  mit  Sbnen  an, 

©ing'  in  ©tabt  unb  i^elb  bag  ?iebc^en, 
Xai  im  (Salamanfer  Xl)cd 

3eben  3(6enb  id^  gefungen 
?Dieiner  Siebften  jum  Signal; 

^od^  bie  Slnttoort,  bie  erfe^nte, 
JiJnet  nimmermel^r,  unb,  a6^, 

'^nx  ba«  alte  i^raufein  (Sd)o 
iKeift  juv  Dual  mir  eiDtg  nad^. 


J5  a  r  a  f  b. 


J)or  fetneiu  ^eergefolge  vttt 
2)er  fu^ne  §elb  ^aralb ; 
<©ie  jogen  in  be«  9)ionbeg  ©c^ein 
jDur(^  einen  i»ilben  2Balb. 
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Then  I  went  about  to  seek  her, 

Far  and  near,  my  lot  to  try; 
Homer's  tale  I  left  behind  me, 

For  Ulysses  self  was  I ! 

But  I  took  my  lute  to  guide  me, 

And  beside  each  castle-door, 
Under  every  lattice  window. 

Made  I  music  as  before ; 

Sang  the  strain  in  field  and  city 

Which,   in  Salamanca's  grove, 
Every  evening  I  had  chanted 

As  a  signal  to  my  love ; 

But  the  hoped-for,  longed-for  answer 

Came  not  back  to  bless  my  ear 
Only  that  old  lady,   Echo, 

Travelled  with  me,  ever  near. 


HAROLD. 

Imitated  by  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat. 


Heading  his  heroes 

Hardy  king  Harold, 
Marching  by  moonlight 

Moved  through  the  forest. 

15* 
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<Bk  tvagen  manc^'  evfdm^jfte  %a^n\ 
Die  ^od^  im  SBinte  roaUt, 
(Sie  ftngen  niand^eS  StegeigUeb, 
!iDa«  t)uvd^  t)te  Serge  ^Ilt. 

2Ba«  raufdbet,  laufc^et  im  ©efeiifc^? 
2Ba8  wiegt  fic^  auf  t>em  33aum? 
2Ba«  fenfet  au8  ten  aBoIfen  fid) 
Unt)  taud^t  a\i9  ©tromeS  ©Aaum? 

2Ba8  toirft  mit  SBtumen  urn  unt  um? 
2Ba«  fmgt  fo  iDonniglic^? 
2Ba«  tanjet  burc^  ber  llrieger  9Jet^n, 
(Sc^tcingt  auf  bie  9ioffe  fld^? 

aBa«  fojl  fo  fanft  unb  m§t  fo  fii^ 
Unt  '^ait  fo  Unb  umfa^t 
Unb'ninunt  baa  ©d^wert  unb  jieljt  toom  9Jo§ 
Unb"la§t  nic^t  9iuV  noc^  9taft? 

(S«  ift  ber  Slfen  leid^te  (^lifcicix; 
§ier  ^ilft  fein  SQBiberftanb, 
(Sd^on  fmb  bie  Sieger  ad'  ba^in, 
(2inb  ail'  im  ^eentanb. 

Silux  er,  ber  53efte,  felieS  juriirf, 
®er  fii'^ne  $elb  §ara(b; 
(Sr  ift  toom  SBirfcel  6t§  jur  (Sot>r 
3n  ^rten  <Bta^  gefd^nattt. 
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Banners  their  hands  hare 

Taken  in  battle ; 
Wildly  their  war-flags 

Waved  in  the  wind ; 
Wildly  their  war-songs 

Rang  through  the  woodland. 
What  bodeth  yon  bustle 

That's  heard  in  the  brushwood? 
What  swings  there,   close-swarming, 

And  sways  in  the  tree-tops? 
What  drops  from  the  dark  cloud, 

And  darts  from  the  fountain? 
What  flings  to  them  flowers, 

While  fluently  singing? 
What  whirls  round  each  warrior. 

And  leaps  on  each  war-horse? 
What  clasps  them  so  closely, 

And  clings  to  their  armour? 
Draweth  their  daggers, 

And  drags  them  from  horseback, 
Conquers  their  calmness, 

And  keeps  them  unquiet? 

'Tis  the  army  of  Elfins! 

No  aid  can  avail  them ; 
The  fairies  have  found  them, 

And  force  them  to  Fay-land ! 

But  hardy  king  Harold, 

Brave  hero,   was  left  there; 
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2ltt  feine  Sieger  fmb  entriirft, 
!iDa  Uegen  Sd^tDcvt  unb  ®d)tlb ; 
"Die  9ioffe,  (ebig  t^ver  ^emt, 
(5te  ge^n  tm  2Balfce  it»i(t). 


3fn  grower  S^rouer  vitt  ton  tann 
®er  ftotjc  ^elb  .^avalt; 
(Sv  ritt  allein  ini  3)Jonbenfd>etn 
SEo'^l  burc^  fcen  tweiten  2Balb. 


S3om  ^etfen  vaufc^t  e8  fiifc^  unt>  flat; 
(gr  fpringt  toom  9?offc  fd^neU, 
(Sr  fc^naflt  t>oni  §aupte  fid)  ten  §elm 
Unb  trtnft  torn  fut|(en  OueU. 


3)oc^,  toie  er  faum  ten  2)uxft  geftKlt, 
SSerfagt  i^m  31mi  unb  ©ein; 
(Sr  mu§  ftd^  fe^en  auf  ben  ^5el«, 
Sr  tiidt  unt)  fd>tummert  etn. 


(gr  fc^tummert  auf  bemfelben  @tein 
<Sc^on  mand^e  i)unbert  3faf)r', 
2)a«  §aupt  gefenfet  auf  tie  58ruft, 
9)ltt  grauem  S3art  unb  ^aax. 
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From  steel-cap  to  stirrup 

In  steel  was  he  cased. 
Shields  sees  he  and  swords, 

Tho'  the  swordsmen  have  vanished ; 
Bereft  of  their  riders 

Steeds  rush  thro'  the  forest. 
Heavy  at  heart 

The  hardy  king  Harold 
Mused  as  he  moved 

Through  the  forest  by  moonlight. 

Down  from  a  dark  cleft 

A  fountain  is  dashing. 
Lightly  down-leaping 

He  loosens  his  helmet: 
Lightly  down-leaping 

He  lappeth  the  cool  wave. 
He  feels  that  his  forces 

Wax  faint  as  he  drinketh ; 
He  slumbers  and  sleeps 

As  he  sinks  on  the  boulders. 
He  rests  on  his  rock-bed, 

Naught  recking,   for  ages ; 
His  head,  with  his  hoar  locks, 

Still  heaves  with  his  breathing. 

When  flameth  and  flasheth 
The  flare  of  the  lightning; 

When  rustle  the  rain-drops 
And  rolleth  the  thunder, 
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25?ann  8U^e  jurfen,  !Donner  roUt, 
SEBann  ©turni  erferauft  im  Salt), 
CDann  greift  er  tvaumenb  naci^  bent  ©c^wett, 
Der  alte  ^elt)  ^avalD. 

i 

i 


^onjg  larfs  3llcfrfa^rt. 


5Det  ^onig  tart  fut)r  ubet  2)Jeer 

Wit  feinen  jtoiJlf  ©enofjen, 
3uni  t^eilgen  i'anbc  fteucrt'  er 

Unb  n^arb  oom  ©trom  t>erfto§en. 

T)a  f^ra(f>  ber  fiitjne  ^clb  9?oIanb: 
„3c^  fann  t»o^I  fed)ten  unb  fc^irmen, 

2)oc^  mt  mir  bicfe  tunft  nid^t  ®tanb 
SSor  2BeUen  unb  t)or  ©tiimten." 

!I)ann  f^Jroc^  §err  ^olger  au8  "Danemarf 
„3d^  fann  bte  §arfe  fd^Iagen; 

2Ba«  ^i(ft  mir  ba«,  luenn  otfo  ftarf 
'^k  3Binb'  unb  SBeflen  jagen?" 

^err  Clioer  njav  aud)  nici^t  fro^; 

Sr  fal)  auf  fetne  2BeI)re: 
„(S«  ift  mir  urn  mlc^  felfeft  nid^t  fo, 

Sie  urn  bie  2l(te  Slere." 
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Lo !   Harold  the  hero 

Still  handles  his  sword-hilt, 
Seeking  to  seize  it 

Though  sunk  in  his  slumber. 


KING  CHARLES'S  SEA-VOYAGE. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat. 

Jving  Charles  with  all  his  douceperes 

Across  the  ocean  sailed ; 
Towards  the  Holy  Land  he  steers  — 

A  dreadful  storm  prevailed. 

Out  spake  Sir  Roland,  hero  brave: 

'*!  well  can  fence  and  fight; 
Yet  little  may  such  arts  avail 

Against  the  tempest's  might." 

Next  spake  Sir  Holgar,  Denmark's  pride: 
'Tve  skill  with  harp  and  song ; 

What  'vails  me  this,  when  thus  contends 
The  blast  with  billows  strong?" 

Sir  Oliver  felt  little  cheer; 

He  viewed  his  weapons  keen  : 
"It  is  not  for  my  life  I  fear. 

But  Alta  Clara's  sheen!". 
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Xann  \'pxad}  fcer  fdUinime  ©anelon, 
((Sr  f^vac^  e8  nuv  fevftc^len): 

„2Bav'  ic^  init  guter  3lrt  Dafcn, 
3)tcc^t'  eud^  fcev  Seufel  l^olen." 

SvsBifd^of  2:uv^tn  feufjte  feljr: 
„2Btr  fmt)  bie  ©otteSftreiter ; 

tomm,  UeBfter  §cUanti,  fiber  t)a«  9)teer 
Uut)  fulir'  un«  gnabig  teeitev." 

@raf  9?id>avb  D^nefurc^t  ^ub  an : 
„3^v  ©eifter  au8  ber  ^otte, 

3c^  \)ab'  euc^  manc^cn  jDieiift  getl^an ; 
3e^t  ^elft  ntiv  toon  ber  (Stette!" 

§err  9iaime8  btefen  2lu8[^vu(^  t^at; 

„(3d^on  ^ieten  riet^  id)  f)euer, 
S)oc^  fu§e§  SBaffer  unb  guter  9fat^ 

Sinb  oft  5U  Sc^iffe  t^eucr." 

jDa  fi^rod)  ber  graue  §err  9?tol: 
„3c^  bin  ein  alter  'I)egen, 

Unb  mod)te  nieinen  i^eic^nam  nso^l 
3)eretnft  in8  SrccEne  legen." 

(S«  tear  §err  @ui,  etn  fitter  fcin, 
2)er  fing  tDot>I  an  ju  fingen! 

„^if  iroUt',  id^  tuar'  ein  SSi3geIein; 
2Boat'  mi(^  5U  ?ieb(!^en  fc^toingen." 


W.     W.    SKEAT.  235 

Next  spake  the  treach'rous  Ganelon  — 

In  undertone  he  spake :    — 
"Were  I  but  far  from  hence  on  land, 

The  rest  the  fiend  might  take  !" 

Archbishop  Turpin  sighed  aloud: 

"God's  champions  stout  are  we ; 
Come,   Saviour  dear,  and  walk  the  waves. 

And  speed  us  o'er  the  sea." 

Next  Richard  —  Dauntless  named  —  'gan  say : 

"Ye  powers  and  imps  of  hell ; 
Now  help  me  in  my  need,  I  pray, 

I  oft  have  served  you  well." 

Sir  Naime  next  his  rede  began :   — 

"I've  counselled  much  this  year; 
But  water  sweet  and  counsel  good 

On  shipboard  oft  are  dear." 

Then  spake  Rioul,  a  veteran  brave :  — 

"A  warrior  old  am  I, 
And  fain  would  hope  my  corse  at  last 

In  good  dry  ground  may  lie." 

Sir  Guy,  a  young  and  gallant  knight, 

Right  gaily  'gan  to  sing: 
"I  would  I  were  a  lightsome  bird, 

I'd  to  my  love  take  wing ' 
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'^a  f^rad)  ber  eble  @raf  ©arcin : 
„@ott  ^elf  un«  au«  ber  8d;iuere! 

Sc^  trtnf  »iel  Ueber  ben  rotten  2Bctn, 
21I«  Saffer  in  bem  a)?eere." 

^err  Samfeert  f^rad^,  ein  ^fungltng  frtfc^ 
„@ott  iDofl'  un«  ntc^t  uergeffen ! 

21^'  Ueber  felbft  'nen  guten  gtfd>, 
Statt  ba^  mic^  gif^e  frefjen." 

!3^a  f^Mad)  §err  ©ottfrieb  lobefan: 
„3c^  lafl'  miv'«  ^It  gefaUen ; 

SDian  ri(i^tet  mir  nid^t«  anberg  an, 
2118  meinen  33rttbem  alien." 

Der  fcntg  ^arl  am  ©teuer  fa§; 

"tier  ^t  fein  93?ort  gef^jrod^en, 
Sr  Ien!t  ba«  ®d^iff  mit  feftem  9)Ja§, 

33i«  fic^  ber  <£turm  gebrod^en. 


"^(d  Sdncjer^  ^rlud). 


(Eg  ftanb  in  alten  3fiten  ein  @c^lo§  fo  ^od)  unb  I)el^r, 
2Beit  glanjt  e8  iiber  bie  ?anbe  fciS  an  bag  blaue  SWeer, 
Unb  ringg  oon  buft'gen  @drten  ein  fcliittienreid^er  ^ranj, 
!I)'rin  fprangen  frifc^e  33ninnen  in  S^egenbogenglanj. 
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Then  spake  ,  Guarine,   that  noble  knight : 

"May  God  our  succour  be  ! 
I'd  rather  drink  the  good  red  wine 

Than  water  in  the  sea." 

Sir  Lambert  next,   brave  youngster,   cried : 

"God  our  protection  be ! 
I'd  rather  eat  the  dainty  fish 

Than  that  the  fish  ate  me!" 

Last  spake  Sir  Godfrey,   far  renowned: 

"What  matters  what  befall? 
Whatever  fate  myself  o'ertakes 

Shall  whelm  my  brethren  all." 

King  Charles  beside  the  rudder  sat,  . 

No  word  his  lips  would  vent ; 
With  sure  control  the  ship  he  steered 

Until  the  storm  was  spent. 


THE  MINSTREL'S  CURSE. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Ska  at. 


Ihere  stood  in  former  ages  a  castle  high  and  large, 
Above  the  slope  it  glistened  far  down  to  ocean's  marge ; 
Around  it  like  a  garland  bloomed  gardens  of  delight, 
Where  sparkled  cooling  fountains,  with  sunbow-glories 
dight. 
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3)ort  fafe  etn  [toller  tcnig,  an  Sant)  unb  Sie^en  reic^, 
ev  fa^  auf  fetnem  5:^vone  f o  finfter  unt  f o  blei(^ ; 
CDenn  »aS  ev  finnt,  ift  2d)ve(fen,  unb  tua'g  ev  Hicft,  ift  Sutl^, 
Unb  »a«  er  f^>ric^t,  ift  ©ei^el,  unt>  toaS  ev  fd|velbt,  ift  33Iut. 


Sinft  503  mdcf  biefem  ®d^Ioffe  ein  ebte§  ®an3ei>\iar, 
3)er  (Sin'  in  golbnen  Socfen,  ber  2tnbre  ^rau  f  on  §aar ; 
2)er  5t(te  mit  ber  §arfe,  bev  fap  auf  fdjmucfem  dio^, 
®«  f^ritt  i^m  frif^  yax  <Seite  ber  blii^enbe  ®eno^. 


5Der  3llte  f^5racl^  jum  3;itngen :  „^un  fei  bereit,  niein  ©o^n ! 
!Denf'  unfrev  tiefften  Sieber,  fttmm'  an  ben  ccnften  J^on! 
SiJimm  atte  traft  jufammen,  bie  Suft  unb  aud)  ben  Sc^merj: 
(S8  gilt  un«  ^eut,  ju  rii^ren  be8  tcnigS  ftetnern  ^crj. " 


<B6)on  fte^n  bie  beiben  <2angei:  im  ^otien  Saulenfaal 
Unb  auf  bem  Xi)Xont  fi^en  bev  ti5nig  unb  fein  ©ema^I ; 
S)er  tonig,  fuvd^tbav  ))vac^tig,  toie  blut'gev  9JorbIid)tfc^ein, 
S)ie  tijuigin  fu^  unb  milbe,  alg  blidte  a^oUmonb  bvein. 
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There  sat  a  haughty  monarch,  who  lands  in  war  had  won ; 
With  aspect  pale  and  gloomy  he  sat  upon  the  throne ; 
His  thoughts  are  fraught  with  terrors,   his  glance  of 

fury  blights ; 
His  words  are  galling  scourges,  with  victims'  blood  he 

writes. 

Once  moved  towards  this  castle  a  noble  minstrel-pair, 
The  one  Avith  locks  all-golden,  snow-white  the  other's 

hair ; 
With  harp  in  hand,  the  gray-beard  a  stately  courser  rode. 
In  flower  of  youth  beside  him  his  tall  companion  strode. 

Then  spake  the  gray-haired   father  —  '*Be  well  pre- 
pared, my  son. 

Think  o'er  our  loftiest  ballads,  breathe  out  thy  fullest     " 
tones ; 

Thine  utmost  skill  now  summon,  joy's  zest  and  sorrow's 
smart, 

'Twere  well  to  move  with  music  the  monarch's  stony 
heart." 

Now  in  the  spacious  chamber  the  minstrels  twain  are 

seen. 
High  on  the  throne  in  splendour  are  seated  king  and 

queen ; 
The  king  with  terrors  gleaming  —  a  ruddy  Northern 

Light 
The   queen  all  grace  and  sweetness  —  a  full  moon 

soft  and  bright. 
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®a  fd^tug  bcr  ®rei«  t)ic  ®aitcn,  ev  fc^Cug  fic  wun'Dcrtoott, 
'Da^  retd^ev,  tmmer  veic^ev  t>er  tlang  jum  O^re  fA»o0, 
®ann  ftromte  I)tmmltfd)  ^elle  feeS  3iiingUng8  @timmc  »or, 
!l)e8  5ltten  ®ang  'Dajtoifc^en,  h)ie  bum^fev  ®eiftercf)or. 


(Sie  fingen  t>on  l^enj  unt  ?iebe,  t»on  fel'gev  golt'ner  ^dt, 
33on  i^vei^eit,  2)lannevtcttrt)e,  t>on  jlveu'  unb  ^etUgfeit. 
(Sie  fingen  bon  aflem  ®u§en,  n^aS  9)?enf(f)enbruft  buvAbcbt, 
©ie  fingen  »on  aHem  §ol)en,  iija§  9)Jenfc^ent)ev5  evl;ebt. 


1)te  ^ofltngfc^aar  im  ^veife  tocrleniet  jetcn  <Spott, 
jDe8  t6ntg«  tvo^'ge  ^rteger,  fie  beugen  fic^  »or  @ott; 
!Dte  ^ijnigin,  jevfloffen  in  SBe^mut^  unb  in  Suft, 
(Ste  tcirft  ben  Sdngern  niebev  bie  9^ofe  ton  i^rer  SBvuft. 


„3i)r  ^aU  metn  35oIf  t)erfiif)vet;  toerlodt  i^r  nun  mein  2Betb?" 
2)ev  J^Bnig  fd^reit  e8  ttjut^enb,  ev  Bebt  am  ganjen  ?etb ; 
(Sv  wirft  fcin  ®c^n)ert ,  bag  fcti^enb  be§  3;itngUng8  33rufl 

burc^bringt, 
jDvaug  ftatt  bet  golb'nen  Sieber  ein  58(utftrat)(  Ijoc^  auffprtngt. 


Unb  toie  bom  ®turm  jerftoben  ift  all  ber  §orer  ©c^ttjarm ; 
jDer  3iUngUng  t>at  toerroc^elt  in  feine^  9)?etfter6  %xm, 
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The  gray-beard  swept  the  harp-strings ,  they  sounded 
wondrous  clear ; 

The  notes  with  growing  fulness  thrilled  through  the  lis- 
tening ear ; 

Pure  as  the  tones  of  angels  the  young  man's  accents 
flow, 

The  old  man's  gently  murmur ,  like  spirit- voices  low. 

They  sing  of  love  and  springtime ,  of  happy  golden  days  — 
Of  manly  worth  and  freedom,  of  truth  and  holy  ways ; 
They  sing  of  all  things  lovely,  that  human  hearts  delight, 
They  sing  of  all  things  lofty,  that  human  souls  excite. 

The  courtier-train  around  them  forget  their  jeerings  now, 

The  king's  defiant  soldiers  in  adoration  bow  ; 

The  queen ,  to  tears  now  melted ,  with  rapture  now 

possessed, 
Throws  down  to  them  in  guerdon  a  rosebud  from  her 

breast. 

"Have  ye  misled  my  people,  and  now  my  wife  suborn?" 
Shouts  out  the  ruthless  monarch,  and  shakes  with  wrath 

and  scorn ; 
He  whirls  his  sword,   like  lightning  the  young  man's 

breast  it  smote, 
That,  'stead  of  golden  legends,   bright  life-blood  filled 

his  throat. 

Dispersed,  as  by  a  tempest,  was  all  the  listening  swarm; 
The  youth  sighs  out  his  spirit  upon  his  master's  arm, 
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jDer  fd^Iagt  um  tt>n  ben  9)ZanteI  unD  fetjt  t^n  auf  fcaS  9^o§ , 
@r  btnlD't  i^n  aufred^t  fefie,  uxl'd^t  mit  t^m  bag  <S(!^Io^. 


'^edf  oor  bent  ^o^en  2^ore,  ba  ^a(t  bev  ®angergrei«, 

3)a  fa^t  er  feme  t>'J'^fC'  [is  ^^^^  §arfen  ^ret«, 

2ln  etner  SJJarmorfaule,  ba  i)at  er  fie  jerfcf^eUt ; 

3)ann  rufter,  ba§  e«  fc^aurig  burc^Sc^lo^  unb  ©arten  gellt: 


„2Se^'  euc^,  i^r  ftoljen  fallen!  nte  tone  filler  ^tang 
X)urc^  cure  9?aume  wteber,  nte  Satte,  nocf)  ©efang, 
9?ein !  <2euf jer  nur  unb  ©tb^nen  unb  fc^euer  (Sflaoenfdjritt, 
•S3i«  eud^  ju  ©c^utt  unb  SJJober  ber  9?ac^egetft  jertritt ! 


„2Se^'  euc^,  iljx  buft'gen  ©arten  im  l^otben  SO^aienltd^t ! 
@ud^  jetg'  t(^  biefe«  Sobten  entfteUteg  21[ngefid)t, 
!iDa§  i^r  barob  oerborret,  ba§  jeber  OueU  »erftegt, 
"^a^  i^x  in  funft'gen  !Jagen  berfteint,  cerBbet  Itegt. 


„2Be^'  bit,  terrud^ter  SJJBrber!  2)u  ^^luc^  beg  ©dngertl^umg! 
Umfonjl  fei  aU  bein  9?ingen  nac^  f  ranjen  fclut'gen  <Ku^m§ ! 
!t)ein  ^yiame  fei  cergeffen,  in  eiD'ge  SfJad^t  getaud^t, 
<3ei,  teie  ein  Ie|te8  9?i5c^eln,  in  leere  ?uft  toevl^au^t!" 
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Who  round  him  wraps  his  mantle,  and  sets  him  on  the 

steed, 
There  tightly  binds  him  upright,   and  from  the  court 

doth  speed. 

Before  the  olden  gateway — there  halts  the  minstrel  old 
His  golden  harp  he  seizes,  above  all  harps  extolled  : 
Against  a  marble-pillar  he  snaps  its  tuneful  strings  ; 
Through  castle  and  through  garden  his  voice  of  menace 
rings. 

"Wo ,   wo  to  thee  ,  proud  castle !   ne'er  let  sweet  tones 

resound 
Henceforward  through  thy  chambers,  nor  harp's  nor 

voice's  sound ; 
Let  sighs  and  tramp  of  captives  and  groans  dwell  here 

for  aye, 
Till  retribution  sink  thee  in  ruin  and  decay. 

Wo,  wo  to  you,  fair  gardens,  in'^ummerlight  that  glow, 
To  you  this  pallid  visage,  deformed  by  death,  I  shew. 
That  every  leaf  may  wither,  and  every  fount  run  dry, 
That  ye  in  future  ages  a,  desert  heap  may  lie. 

Wo,  wo  to  thee,  curst  tyrant!  that  art  the  minstrel's  bane; 
Be  all  thy  savage  strivings  for  glory's  wreath  in  vain  1 
Be  soon   thy  name  forgotten ,    sunk  deep   in  endless 

night. 
Or,   like   a   last   death  -  murmur ,   exhaled   in  vapour 

light!" 

16* 
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Dcr  ^Ite  ^at'8  gerufen,  bet  ^intmet  ^at'8  ge^6it! 
jDte  3JJauern  ttegen  nteter,  t)ie  fatten  ftnb  jerftiJrt ; 
9^00^  eine  ^ol>e  "Sdule  jeugt  t»on  »evf(f>i»un'Dnev  ''^vac^t; 
%Vidi  btefe,  fd^on  gefeovfien,  tann  ftiirjen  iiber  ^adjt. 

Unb  nng«,  ftatt  buft'ger  ©arten,  ein  obeS  |>ait)clanfc, 
^eitt  33aum  oerftreuet  ©d^atten,   !etn  OueU  fDuvd^bvingt 

ben  (Sanb. 
2)e«  tBnig«  9?ame  ntefbet  fetn  Steb,  fetn  |>etben6ud^ ! 
5Sevfun!en  unb  oergeffcn !  !J)a«  ift  bes  Sanger^  giud). 
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The  graybeard's  curse  was  uttered  ;  heav'n  heard  his 
bitter  cry ; 

The  walls  are  strewn  in  fragments ,  the  halls  in  ruins 
/  lie  1 

Still  stands  one  lofty  column  to  witness  olden  might, 

E'en  this ,  already  shivered ,  may  crumble  down  to- 
night. 

Where  once  were  pleasant  gardens,  is  now  a  wasted 

land; 
No  tree  there  lends  its  shadow,  nor  fount  bedews  the 

sand; 
The  monarch's  name  recordeth  no  song,  nor  lofty  verse ; 
'Tis  wholly  sunk  —  forgotten !  Such  is  the  Minstrels 

Curse ! 


born  1791,  died  1813. 


„Denn  wai.  betaufit,  6ie  fie^tt  cotgtfungm. 
Da*  ^at  \>ti  Sdtwtttt*  f«ie  fltaft  trrungtn." 


^ic  (Sirfien. 


3l6ent)  tDirb'8,  teS  Sa^eS  <2ttmmen  fc^wetgen, 
9?bt^er  ftra{)(t  ter  Sonne  leljte^  ©lit^n; 

Unb  i)kx  fi<j'  i^  unter  euren  3^^'etgen, 
Unb  t)a«  ^erj  ift  mir  fo  t»oII,  fo  fit^n! 

filter  3"^iten  alte  treue  Sc^fl*^"' 
©c^miicft  tni)  bod?  be§  2eben«  frtfc^e8  ©run, 

Unb  ber  53oncelt  fvaftige  ©eftalten 

®inb  un8  noc!^  in  eurer  '^xai/t  er^aUen. 

SSiel  be8  Sbten  ^at  bie  3^it  ^ertriimmert, 
33iel  be«  ©c^onen  ftarb  ben  frU:^en  Xob, 

®urc^  bie  reic^en  SBlatterfranse  fc^immert 
©einen  2lbfd^ieb  bort  baS  Slbenbrot^. 

2)od^,  urn  bag  S3ert|angni^  unbefummert, 
§at  oergebenS  eu^  bie  3^'!  bebro^t, 

Unb  e«  ruft  mir  au8  ber  S^^W  2Bei?en : 

Me3  @ro^e  mup  im  Sob  befte^en!   — 


THE  FIVE  OAKS  OF  DALLWITZ. 

Translated  by  the  late  John  Anster. 


lis  evening:   in  the  silent  west, 

The  rosy  hues  of  daylight  fade, 
And  here  I  lay  me  down  to  rest, 

Beneath  your  venerable  shade, 
Bright  records  of  a  better  day, 
Aged,   —  but  sacred  from  decay  — 
Still  in  your  stately  form  reside, 
Of  ages  past  the  grace  and  pride ! 


The  brave  hath  died  —  the  good  hath  sunk, 

The  beautiful  hath  past  away   — 
Yet  green  each  bough  and  strong  each  trunk 

That  smiles  in  evening's  farewell  ray! 
Storm  blew  in  vain  —  the  leaves  still  spread 
A  bright  crown  on  each  aged  head  — 
And  yet,  methinks  the  branches  sigh  : 
"Farewell,  the  Great  of  Earth  must  die!** 
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Unb  t^r  ^abt  beftanten!  —  Unter  alien 

©riint  i^r  frtfd^  unb  fii^n  mit  ftavfem  ^DJuf^; 

Wo^  fein  '^ilger  tt)irt)  torubertDaUen, 
2)ev  in  euvem  ©d^atten  nic^t  geru^t. 

Unb  t»enn  fjerbftlicf)  erne  33latter  fatten, 
Xott  aud^  finb  fie  end)  ein  !iJftUd>  @ut: 

jDenn,  certoefenb,  toerben  cure  Winter 

Surer  naAften  ^^rtt^Iing^^rad^t  Segriinber. 

<3c^one8  SBitb  oon  alter  beutfd^er  Zxtnt, 

2Bie  fte  fceff're  ^dttn  angefAaut, 
2Bo  in  freubig  fiil^ner  ^Jobe^iuei^e 

58iirger  il)re  Staaten  feftgebaut.  — 
^df,  wag  I)itft'3,  t>a^  id)  ben  ©d^nierj  erneue? 

(Sinb  bod^  Me  biefem  ©dimers  tjertraut! 
3)cutf(j^e«  S3clf,  bu  l^errlid^fteg  toon  alien, 
T)eine  Sicken  flel>'n,  bu  btft  gefalleni 


3Cufruf. 


-/rif^  auf ,  mein  3Jolf !  2)ie  glammen3eid)en  rauc^en, 

^eU  au§  bent  9torben  bvid^t  ber  ^rei^eit  'Hi/t. 
!Du  foUft  ben  3tal)l  in  geinbe8l)erjen  taudlen; 
grifc^  auf,  ntein  33olfI  —  bie  ^lammenjeic^en  raud^en, 

®ie  ®aat  ift  reif ;  lijx  ®c^nitter,  jaubert  ntdit  I 
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But  ye  have  stood!   still  bold  and  high. 
And  fresh  and  strong,  and  undecayed, 

When  hath  the  pilgrim  wandered  by, 
Nor  rested  in  your  quiet  shade ;   — 

Ye  mourn  not  Avhen  the  sore  leaves  fall 

At  coming  Winter's  icy  call  I   — 

They  perish  in  their  parent  earth, 

They  nurse  the  tree  that  gave  them  birth  ! 

Emblems  of  ancient  Saxon  faith ! 

Our  fathers  in  our  country's  cause, 
Thus  died  the  patriot's  noble  death, 

Died  for  her  freedom  and  her  laws  ! 
In  vain  they  died  I  —  the  storm  hath  past 
O'er  Germany :   —  her  oaks  stand  fast  — 
Her  people  perished  in  the  blast  I 


SUMMONS  TO  ARMS. 

Translated  by  Madame  Da  vies  De  Pontes. 


Jjrothers,  arise  !  the  beacon  fires  are  blazing, 
Clear  from  the  north  breaks  freedom's  glorious  ray. 
Brothers,  arise!   the  beacon  fires  are  blazing. 
Arise !   her  lofty  standard  proudly  raising ; 
The  seed  is  ripe ;   ye  reapers,   why  delay  ' 
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35a«  l^mie  ^eil,  tag  letjte,  Ite^t  im  Sci^werte! 
jDriicf'  fcir  ben  <S^eer  in'g  treue  ^evj  I)inein: 
!Der  Jret^eit  etne  Oaffe!  —  933afc^'  tie  Srbe, 
Iliein  t>eutfc^e§  Sanb,  mit  fceinem  Stute  rein! 

@g  ift  fein  frieg,  con  tern  tie  ttonen  iriffen; 

(S8  ift  ein  ^reujjug,  '«  ift  ein  ^eil'ger  .^rieg! 
9?e(^t,  Sitte,  Jugenb,  ©lauben  unb  ©eiriffen 
^at  bev  Xtjvann  auss  beiner  ^vuft  geviffen; 

Srrette  fie  mit  beiner  gvei^eit  <2ieg! 
2)a3  SBinfeln  teinev  ©veife  ruft:  „(Svt»ad)e!" 

^er  ^iitte  ®d^utt  cevfluc^t  bie  ^Raubevbrut, 
!t)ie  ©c^anbe  beiner  Scepter  fcf>veit  ym  diad)i, 

2)er  3)?eu(!^elmoib  ber  Sc^ne  fdjreit  nad)  33lut. 

3erbvi(l^  bie  "ipflugfc^aav,  IaJ3  ben  3}?ei^el  faUen, 

2)ie  §et)er  ftiU,  ben  SBebftu^I  vutjig  fte^n! 
S3erlaffe  beine  ^ijfe,  beine  fallen :  — 
S3or  beffen  Slntli^  beine  g^^n^n  trallen, 

(Sr  mU  fein  ^ol!  in  ^affenriiftung  fe^n, 
5)enn  einen  gro^en  2lltar  foUft  bu  bauen 

3fn  feinet  i^rei^eit  en>'gem  SJJorgenrotl;) ; 
Tlxt  beinem  Sii^ttjert  foUft  bu  bie  Steine  ^oucn, 

2)er  Xempel  grunbe  ftc^  auf  ^elbentob.  — 

^a^  toeint  if)r,  SKabc^en,  xcaxum  flagt   il^r,  2Beiber, 

giir  bie  ber  §err  bie  Sc^irerter  ni^t  geftai)It, 
2Benn  roir  entjiidt  bie  jugenblic^en  Seiber 
^iniverfen  in  bie  (Sd^aaren  eurer  9?auber, 
^a^  cnii  be«  tampfe^  fii^ne  SoIIuft  fel^It? 
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» 

Our  soul's  salvation  on  the  sword  is  resting. 
Then  up,  true  steel,  our  refuge  sure  and  good! 
With  fearless  hand  our  sacred  rights  contesting, 
We'll  purify  our  native  soil  with  blood. 

This  is  no  war  for  empire,    wealth,   or  fame. 

'Tis  a  crusade  which  ever>'  heart  should  thrill. 

Of  right  and  honour,   conscience,   faith,   and  name. 

Of  these  to  rob  us  is  the  tyrant's  aim,  . 

And  victory  alone  can  save  us  still. 

Our  aged  men  would  rouse  thee,   faintly  sighing  — 

Our  ruined  hamlets  curse  the  robber  brood, 

Our  daughters'  shame  for  full  revenge  in  crying  — 

Our  murdered  sons  demand  the  assassin's  blood. 

Break,   break  the  ploughshare,   let  the  chisel  fall, 
Hush'd  be  the  lyre,   and  silent  stand  the  wheel! 
Let  the  hind  leave  his  cot,   the  prince  his  hall, 
The  Lord  of  battles  doth  his  people  call. 
And  bids  them  boldly  don  the  avenging  steel! 
For  by  his  mighty  aid  our  foes  subduing, 
Fair  freedom's  sacred  temple  shall  we  rear. 
The  mighty  stones  with  our  good  falchions  hewing, 
And  raise  the  structure  on  our  martyrs'  bier. 

Why  should  your  tears,  ye  maid  and  matrons,  flow? 
E'en  tho'  denied  our  proudly  cherished  right ! 
And  while  our  souls  with  patriot  ardour  glow, 
And  we  rush  boldly  on  the  invading  foe, 
Ye  may  not  share  the  glories  of  the  fight. 
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3t^r  ffinnt  \a  frol)  ju  @otte«  5Iltar  treten ! 

%iix  SEunfcen  ga6  ev  javte  (Sovgfauifeit, 

@ab  eu(^  in  euevn  I)er5U(^en  ©ebeten 

jDen  fc^onen,  reinen  Siecj  ter  i^^rommigfeit. 

©0  betct,  ta§  bie  alte  ^'aft  erwac^e, 

3)a6  »ir  tafte^n,  ba«  alte  ^olf  fce8  ®ieg8! 
Tie  aKavti)rer  t>er  ^eirgen  t)eutfd)en  3a(^e, 
D  ruf't  fie  an  alg  ©enien  ter  9iacf^e, 

•ai«  gute'Sngd  fce«  gevec^ten  ^riegg! 
?ouife,  fd^wefce  fegnenb  urn  ten  ©atten : 

®eift  unfer«  gerbinanb,  toovan  bem  ^H ' 
Unt  oU'  i^r  teutfc^en,  fveien  §elfeenfd)atten, 

Wtit  un8,  mit  un§  unt  unfver  i^at)nen  3'tug ! 

!Der  t^immel  t)ilft,  tie  §iJlIe  mu[?  ung  ireidjcn! 

!l)rauf,  n)adve«  SSclf !  3)rauf!  ruft  tie  ^^reifjeit,  trauf! 
^oc^  fd^Iagt  tein  ^erj,  I)od)  ttac^fen  teine  (£id)en, 
2Ba«  iummern  tic^  tie  .^iigel  teiner  ?eic!^en? 

^d6}  ^jflanje  ta  tie  grei^eit^fa^ne  auf!  — 
jDo(^  fte^ft  tu  tann,  mein  ^olt,  kfranjt  com  ©liide, 

3!n  teiner  ^Borjeit  ^etlgem  ©iegerglanj: 
SSergife  tie  treuen  Xotten  nic^t  unt  f(^miide 

'lHvLi)  unfre  Urne  mit  tern  Sic^enfranj! 
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Before  his  shrine,  in  meek  submission  bending, 
While  unto  Heaven  your  supplications  soar. 
With  gentle  hand  the  sick  and  wounded  tending, 
This  is  your  province,   can  you  wish  for  more? 

Pray,  then,   our  ancient  courage  may  awakC; 
To  guard  at  once  our  country  and  our  laws, 
What,  tho'  we  perish  for  their  holy  sake? 
Spirit  of  vengeance,   oh !   our  fetters  break, 
And  stand  forth  guardian  of  our  sacred  cause. 
Louisa,   on  thy  lord  thy  blessing  cast ! 
Spirit  of  Ferdinand,  our  cause  befriend  ! 
Arise,  ye  shadows  of  the  mighty  past. 
And  on  our  banner  bid  success  attend. 

With  heaven  to  aid  us  hell  must  fly  before  us, 
Up,  gallant  brothers,  freedom  calls  the  brave  ! 
High  beat  our  hearts,   our  oaks  are  waving  o'er  us, 
Bid  freedom  flourish,  though  upon  our  grave. 
And  when  the  hour  of  thy  regeneration, 
Oh,  Fatherland,   once  more  beholds  thee  bloom, 
Then  think  of  those  who  died  for  thy  salvation. 
And  lay  the  wreath  upon  thy  martyrs'  tomb  I 
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^tt  5if  ^ontgin  Jouise. 


Du  §etUge!  ^or'  ©einer  tinker  ^^leljen, 
(58  tringe  mac^tig  auf  ju  3)einem  St  At. 

tannft  toietev  freunbUd;  auf  un8  nieberfe^en, 
SJerflarter  (Sngel!  Sanger  teetne  ntc^t! 

1)enn  "ipreugeng  2lb!er  foH  jum  .^am^^fc  wel^en, 
(g§  brangt  3)ein  33cl{  ftc^  iufeelnb  ju  ber  ^^[(tdjt, 

Unb  iebev  toal^lt,  unb  ^einen  fie^ft  jDu  kben, 
®en  freien  Xob  fSr  ein  6e,;^t»ung'ne8  Seben. 

Sir  lagen  nod^  in  feige  ©d^mac^  gefcettet; 

!Da  rief  nac^  3)ir  bein  feeffereS  ©efd^id. 
2ln  bie  uniuiirb'ge  ^^tt  toarft  jDu  gefettet, 

3ut  9iac^e  ma^nte  S)ein  getuoti^ner  Sltcf. 

(So  ^aft  Du  un§  ben  beut[cf>cn  Wlutlf  gerettet.  — 
Ge^t  fie^'  auf  un6,  fie^'  auf  bein  SJolf  juviicf, 

2Bie  ade  ^erjen  treu  unb  mut^ig  brennen, 
^^iun  tt>oU'  un§  auc^  bie  1>einen  wieber  nennen. 

Unb  teie  einft,  atte  ^rafte  ju  betcben, 
@in  ^etlgenfcilb,  fitr  ben  gevec^ten  ^rieg 

!Dem  ^eereSfcanner  fd^itljenb  jugegefcen 
21(8  Driftammc  in  bie  Sufte  ftieg: 
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TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  QUEEN  LOUISE. 

Translated  by  Madame  Daviesde  Pontes. 


Oh  !   to  thy  children's  prayers  incline  thine  ear, 
Thou  sainted  spirit !   from  yon  realms  of  light 

Look  down  upon  us !   dry  each  lingering  tear, 
Look  down  rejoicing  in  the  glorious  sight! 

For  Prussia's  eagle  shall  in  battle  wave. 
And  with  exulting  spirit  to  the  strife 

Thy  people  rush  ;    all  perils  will  they  brave ; 
Better  to  perish  free  than  live  a  slave. 

Long  we  lay  dead  to  honour  and  to  f^me, 
Then  thy  good  angel  to  a  better  shore 

Bore  thy  pure  spirit,   and  each  spark  of  shame 
Roused  by  thy  parting  glance  awoke  once  more. 

Thus  hast  thou  saved  thy  country ;  thou  alone : 
Behold  us  now  more  worthy  of  thy  name. 

And  every  German  heart  is  fearless  grown  : 
Now  wilt  thou  deign  to  call  us  all  thine  own. 

And  as  to  nerve  each  breast,  of  old,  full  oft 
Before  the  host,   some  pictured  saint  so  fair 

Was  borne,   as  their  banner  high  aloft 
Floated,  a  conquering  oriflamme  in  air, 

GoLDSCHMiDT,  German  Poetry.  I' 
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<&o  foU  ^ein  33ilt)  auf  unfevn  i^^^nen  fd)tt)e6en, 

Unb  foil  un^  leuc^ten  t>ur(^  bte  9?ac^t  ^um  (5teg. 
Souife  fet  ber  ©c^uljgelft  beutfd^er  ®ad^e, 
Souife  fei  baS  SofungSicort  jur  9iac^e ! 

Unb  toenn  toir  bann  bem  9}Jeuter*§cer  fcegegnen, 

Sir  fiUrjen  un«  cell  3u^^^"f^t  t)tnein ! 
Unb  mogen  taufenb  ^^tammenfeU^e  regnen, 
Unb  mogen  taufenb  ^tobe  unS  umbrau'n: 

(Sin  SSIid  auf  !Detne  f^a^ne  tcirb  un§  fegnen; 

SSir  j^et)en  feft,  toir  miiffcn  Sieger  fein !  — 
2Ber  bann  aud^  faUt  fur  J^ugenb,  9te^t  unb  2Baf|r^eit, 

Du  tragft  i^n  fanft  5U  2>einer  etc'gen  ^larljett. 


•Bunbc^fteb  uor  ber  Sc^frtcfjf. 

2tm  ilKcrgcn  beg  ®cfcd^t6  id  2)anuenberg. 

^^nung^grauenb,  tobe«mutI)ig 

33rid^t  ber  groJ5e  SDIorgcn  an, 
Unb  bie  (Sonne  fait  unb  fclutig 

Seud^tet  unfrer  fctut'gen  33at)n. 
3fn  ber  ncic^ften  Stunbe  Sc^oo^e 
2iegt  ba«  ©c^idfal  einer  2BeIt, 
Unb  eg  jittern  fd)on  bie  Soofe, 
Unb  ber  e^rne  SBiirfel  faUt. 
33riiber!  eud^  matjne  bie  bammernbe  Stunbe, 
ajiatjne  eu(f>  ernft  ju  bem  {)eiUgften  33unbe : 
2;reu,  fo  ^um  Zo))',  alg  jum  Sekn  gefeUt! 
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E'en  thus  shall  guide  us  still  thine  image  bright; 

And  light  us  'mid  the  gloom  of  dark  despair. 
Louise !   the  guardian  angel  of  our  right ! 

Louise !   the  watchword  of,  the  avenging  fight ! 

And  when  we  meet  the  foe,  all  risk  disdaining; 

Onward  we'll  rush  as  strangers  to  dismay, 
And  though  a  thousand  fires  were  on  us   raining, 

And  though  a  thousand  deaths  before  us  lay, 

That  banner  with  sweet  hopes  of  vict'ry  rife 
Shall  marshal  us  upon  our  glorious  way ; 

And  those  who  perish  in  the  avenging  strife, 

Thou'lt   bear  to  realms  of  endless  light  and  life  ! 

WAR  SONG. 

Written  before  the  battle  of  Dannenberg. 
Translated  by  the  late  Earl  of  Ellesmere. 

-T  taught  with  battles  to  be  won, 

Dawning  breaks  the  eventful  day ; 
And  the  red  and  misty  sun 

Lights  us  on  our  gory  way. 
In  a  few  approaching  hours 

Europe's  doubtful  fortunes  lie, 
While  upon  her  banded  powers 
Thundering  falls  the  iron  die. 
Brothers  and  comrades,   on  you  it  is  falling  — 
On  you  the  proud  voice  of  your  countr}'  is    calling. 
While  the  lot  of  the  balance  is  trembling  on  high! 

17* 
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Winter  un§,  im  ©vau'n  ber  yiclc^te, 

Siegt  bie  (£(!^anbe,  liegt  bie  ©c^mad), 
Siegt  ber  grecel  frember  ^nedjte, 

®er  bie  beutfd^e  ©d)e  Brad). 
Unfre  <S^)rad)e  toavb  gcfdjanbet, 

Unfre  Ztmtfid  ftiivjten  ein; 
Unfre  (S^re  ijl  tjerpfanbct:     , 
®eutfd)e  S3ruber,  tcft  fie  em. 
33riiber,  bie  9tQd)e  ftammt!  9^eic^t  eud)  bie  §anbe, 
jDa§  flc^  ber  gluci^  ber  ^immtifc^en  tcenbe! 
Soft  ba«  »erIorne  ^aHabium  ein! 

SBor  ling  Uegt  ein  gliirflid)  ^off^"* 
Siegt  ber  3^^""ft  golbne  B^it, 
(Stetjt  ein  ganjer  §immel  off  en, 
331iit)t  ber  ^rei^eit  ©eligfeit. 
©eutfd^e  tunft  unb  beutfc^e  Sieber, 

t^rauen^tb  unb  Siebc^glitd, 
%Ut^  ®roJ3e  !ommt  un§  iwieber, 
2ttte6  ©c^one  U^xt  juriid. 
Stber  no(i^  gitt  e«  ein  grdfeUc^eg  Sagen, 
Sefeen  unb  33Iut  in  bie  <Bd)a\^t  ju  fd^Iagen : 
SfJur  in  bem  Dpfertob  reift  un«  bag  @(iid. 

SfJun,  mit  ®ott!  trir  woUen'g  iwagen, 
geft  cereint  bem  ®d)idfal  fte^, 

Unfer  ^erj  jum  5lltar  tragen 
Unb  bem  Sob'  entgegen  ge'^n. 

SSaterlanb!  bir  tooE'n  tvir  fterfcen, 
aBie  bein  gro^eg  2Bort  gebeut! 
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In  the  night  we  leave  behind  us, 

Lies  the  shame  and  lies  the  yoke  — 
Chains  of  him  who  once  could  bind  us, 

Him  who  spoil'd  the  German  oak.  _  . 

E'en  our  native  speech  was  slighted ; 

Ruin  smote  our  holy  fanes : 
Now  revenge's  oath   is  plighted, 
The  redeeming  task  remains. 
For  honour  and  vengeance  then  join  we  our  hands, 
That  the  curses  of  Heaven  may  pass  from  our  lands, 
And  the  foe  be  expell'd  from  our  native  domains. 

Hope  and  better  days  before  us, 

To  a  happier  lot  invite ;  v 

All  the  heavens  expanding  o'er  us, 

Freedom  greets  our  longing  sight. 
German  arms  again  caress  us, 

German  muses  wake  the  strain; 
All  that's  great  again  shall  bless  us, 
All  that's  fair  shall  bloom  again. 
But  a  game  must  be  play'd  of  destruction  and  strife : 
There  is  freedom  to  win,   but  the  venture  is  life ! 
And  thousands  must  die  ere  that  freedom  shall  reign. 

Now,  by  heaven !   we  will  not  falter, 

But  united  firm  to  stand, 
Lay  our  hearts  upon  the  altar 

Offer'd  to  our  native  land. 
Yes,  my  country,  take  the  spirit 

Which  I  proudly  give  to  thee ; 
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Unfre  Ste6en  mogen'S  erfcen, 
2Ba§  icir  mit  tern  S3Iut  fcefreit. 
aBac^fe,  bu  ^^rei^eit  tev  fceutfd^en  (£id)en, 
SSac^je  trnpcx  iifcer  unfre  Seicbcnl   — 
SBaterlanb,  ^oxt  ben  i)eUigen  Sit!  — 

Unb  nun  tuenbet  cure  331t(fe 

9^Dc^  einmal  ber  Stebe  nac^ ; 
©c^eibet  i>on  bcm  a3Uitt)cngUicfc, 
!Da«  ber  gift'ge  Oubeu  ferad^. 
aSirb  eud^  and)  bag  ^luge  Iriiber  — 

teine  2;^rane  brtngt  eu(^  ®pott. 
2Berft  ben  Ic^ten  itu§  f)inubcr, 
2)ann  befe^lt  fie  eurem  ©ott! 
5tIIe  bie  Sip^eu,  bie  fur  un8  beteu, 
Me  bie  iperjen,  bie  wir  jertveten, 
Slrofte  unb  fd^iitje  fie,  ewiger  ®ott! 

Unb  nun  frifd)  ^ur  3d)Ia^t  genjenbet, 

5lug'  unb  ipevj  jum  !^id>t  I;inauf! 
3iae§  3rb'fd)e  ift  boltenbet, 

Unb  bag  §immUfd)e  ge^t  auf. 
gapt  end)  an,  il)r  beutfd^en  33riiber! 

3ebc  9M-toe  fei  ein  §elb! 
jtreue  ^erjen  fe^n  fic^  icieber; 
Sefeeiro^I  fiir  biefe  SBelt! 
§ort  i^r'g?  f(^on  jauc^^t  e«  un§  bonnernb  entgegen! 
©ruber!  f)inein  in  ben  fcti^enben  9tegen! 
SBieberfe^n  in  ber  befferen  2Bett! 
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Let  my  progeny  inherit, 

What  his  father's  blood  could  free. 
And  the  oaks  of  my  country  their  branches  shall  wave, 
Whose  roots  are  entwined  in  the  patriot's  grave   — 
The  grave  which  the  foeman  has  destined  for  me. 

Bend  your  looks  of  parting  sorrow 
On  the  friends  you  leave  to-day ; 
On  the  widows  of  to-morrow 

Look  your  last,   and  turn  away. 
Should  the  silent  tear  be  starting, 
Those  are  drops  to   be  forgiven  ; 
Give  your  last  fond  kiss  of  parting. 
Give  them  to  the  care  of  heaven. 
Thou  God  of  the  orphan,   oh!   grant  thy  protection, 
To  the  lips  which  are  pouring  the  prayer  of  affection. 
And  comfort  the  bosoms  which  sorrow  has  riven  I 

Freshly,   as  the  foe  advances, 

Now  we  turn  us  to  the  fray  ; 
Heavenly  radiance  o'er  us  glances, 

Earth  and   darkness  pass  away. 
Yes  I   the  oath  we  now  have  plighted 

Joins  us  in  a  world  of  bliss  — 
There  the  free  shall  be  united  — 
Brothers !   fare  ye  well  for  this ! 
Hark!   'tis  the  thunder,  where  banners  are  streaming. 
Where  bullets  are  whistling,  and  sabres  are  gleaming! 
Forward  !  —  to  meet  in  the  mansions  of  bliss  ! 
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§cBef  Wrtfjrcnb  5cr  Scf)fac^t. 

^attx,  ic^  rufe  !Dic^ ! 
Sruttent  umtrSIft  mid^  ber  ©am^f  ber  ©efd^ii^c, 
Spvii^ent)  umsucfen  mic^  rafjelnbe  SU^e. 
Senfer  ber  ©d^tad^ten,  id)  rufe  !l)tc^; 

SSater  ®u,  fut)re  ntic^ ! 

S?ater  1)u,  fiitire  mtc^! 
gii^r'  mtc^  jum  <Siege,  fuf)r'  mt^  ^um  j£obe ! 
$err,  id^  erfenne  jDetne  ©ebote  I 

§err,  toie  jDu  toittft,  fo  fii^re  mi^. 

©ott,  id)  erfenne  ®ic^! 

@ott,  ic^  erfenne  ®i(^! 
®o  tm  fjerbftlic^eu  9iaufc^cn  ber  flatter, 
2113  im  (£^Iad)tenbonnern)etter, 

UrqueU  ber  ©nabe,  erfenn'  id)  ®id). 

33ater  2)u,  fegne  mic^ ! 

Skater  3)u,  fegne  mic^ ! 
■Sn  jDeine  §anb  6efef|r  id)  mein  Seben, 
3)u  fannft  eg  ne^men,  jDu  f)aft  ^^  g^ge^en; 
3um  Men,  ^um  Sterben  fegne  mic^! 

SSater,  ic^  ^sreife  S^id) ! 

SSater,  ic^  pretfe  3)ic^ ! 
'«  ift  ja  fein  ^am^f  fiir  bie  ©liter  ber  (Srbe; 
jDag  C^ttigfte  fcl)it^en  wir  ntit  bem  ®d)tDerte; 
3)rum,  fallenb  unb  fiegenb,  preiS  id>  ®ic^, 
©ott,   jDir  ergeb'  ic^  mic^! 
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PRAYER  DURING  THE  BATTLE. 

Translated  by  the  late  G.  F.  Richardson. 

T  ather,  I  call  on  thee ! 
While  the  smoke  of  the  firing  envelops  my  sight, 
And  the  lightnings  of  slaughter  are  wing'd  on  their  flight, 
Leader  of  battles,   I  call  on  thee ! 
Father,   oh  lead  me  ! 

Father,   oh  lead  me  ! 
Lead  me  to  vict'ry,   or  lead  me  to  death  1 
Lord,  I  yield  to  thee  my  breath  ! 

Lord,   as  thou  wilt,   so  lead  me  1 
God,   I  acknowledge  thee ! 

God,  I  acknowledge  thee  I 
In  the  grove  where  the  leaves  of  the  autumn  are  fading. 
As  here  'mid  the  storms  of  the  loud  cannonading, 
Fountain  of  love,  I  acknowledge  thee! 
Father,   oh  bless  me  ! 

Father,   oh  bless  me  ! 
I  commit  my  life  to  the  will  of  Heaven, 
For  thou  canst  take  it  as  thou  hast  given. 
In  life  and  death,   oh  bless  me  ! 

Father,  I  praise  thee  ! 

Father,  I  praise  theel 
This  is  no  strife  for  the  goods  of  this  world ; 
For  Freedom  alone  is  our  banner  unturl'd. 

Thus,   falling  or  conqu'ring,   I  praise  thee  ! 
God,  I  yield  myself  to  thee ! 
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@Dtt,  X'lx  ergeb'  id)  mid; ! 
SBenn.  mic^  bie  Conner  be^  3;obe§  fcegrii^en, 
S93enn  riietne  ^Ibern  geoffnet  fUe^en : 
jjT  f.'l*"     2)tr,  mein  ®ctt,  !Div  ergeb'  ic^  mic^ ! 

SSater,  id)  rufe  3)id)! 


3ur  mnc^f. 


6ute  9?ad)t! 
Mm  ajiiibcn  fct'6  gefcrad^t. 
^fJeigt  ber  2:ag  fid>  fdjncU  jum  Snbe, 
9?u^en  aUe  flei^'gen  §anbe, 
33i§  ber  9J?orgen  neu  erj»ad)t. 

@ute  '>)'la6:itl 

©e^t  jur  9euf)', 
(Sc^Iie^t  bie  miiben  5tugen  ju! 
©tifler  wirb  e8  auf  ben  (Stragen 
Unb  ben  2Ba(f>ter  f)ort  man  Hafen, 
Unb  bie  9^ad^t  ruft  Men  ju: 

@el)t  5ur  m^'l 

©(^lummert  fii^ ! 
2;raumt  end)  euer  ^arabie§. 
SBem  bie  Siebe  xanU  ben  ^rieben, 
®ei  ein  fd)i3ner  2;raum  Befd)ieben, 
2118  oh  Siefed^en  i^n  begriife'. 

Sc^lummert  fu§  I 
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God,  I  yield  myself  to  thee ! 
When  the  thunders  of  battle  are  loud  in  their  strife, 
And  my  opening  veins  pour  forth  my  life, 

God,   I  yield  myself  to  thee  ! 
Father,   I  call  on  thee ! 

GOOD  NIGHT! 

Translated  by  ''M.  T."  for  the  Feast  of  the  Poets,  Tait'  s 
Magazine.     Sept.  1846. 


(jood  night. 
Let  troubles  pass  away  with  light, 
Day  declineth,   fades  away : 
Till  breaks  forth  the  new  morn's  ray 
Busy  hands  shall  cease  their  toil : 

Good  night. 

Go  to  rest ; 
Let  the  eyes  in  sleep  be  press'd. 
All  is  silent  in  the  streets , 
The  watchman  alone  the  hour  repeats, 
And  stilly  night  doth  beckon  all, 

Go  to  rest. 

Slumber  light; 
Of  Paradise  your  dreams  be  bright ; 
Let  glorious  visions  gild  thy  dreams .; 
Fancy  thou  feelest  love's  warm  beams, 
Tho'  waking  love  is  cold  to  thee, 

Slumber  light. 
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@ute  g^ac^t! 
<2c^Iummert,  bi«  fcer  Sag  eri»ad)t, 
(^ditummert,  big  ber  neue  QJtorgen 
tonuut  mit  fetnen  neuen  ^orgen, 
£)^ne  i^urc^t,  ber  SBatev  twac^t  I 

©lite  9Zac^t. 
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Good  night ; 
Slumber  till  the  day  is  bright ; 
Slumber  till  the  morning  fair 
Brings  its  trouble  and  its  care ; 
Fearless  slumber  —   God  is  watching. 

Good  night. 


born  1799,  died  1856. 


„Un6  ali  id)  tui)  tntine  Sc^mnifn  geflagt. 
Da  fjabt  ibt  gegdfcnt  unb  3Ji^t8  gtfagt; 
Dod)  aU  i(^  fu  jieilic^  in  2}etfe  getia(^t, 
Da  Ijabt  il)t  mit  gtc§c  Glogcn  gemaefet." 


3wei  ^riiber. 


(DScn  auf  t>ev  Sergc^fvi^jc 
Siegt  taS  ®d)(D§  in  9Jad^t  gc^iiHt; 
©orf)  im  2;t)ate  teuc^ten  Slitje, 
^eUe  (S(^H)erter  !Urten  tcilb. 

®a«  ftnt  SBriiber,  bie  bort  fec^ten 
©rimmen  ^^ci^'*"^^?'  twut^entBrannt. 
(Bpxid:!,  njarum  tie  SSritber  rec^ten 
SJitt  bem  (Sc^n^erte  in  ber  ^anb? 

@rafin  Saura'g  Slugenfunfen 
3iintete  tjen  33rutoerftrett ; 
Seibe  gtii^en  Uefcegtrunfen 
guv  tie  ablig  ^olbe  SDtaib. 

aBeld^em  afeer  toon  ben  33etben 
SSenbet  fie  it)V  ^erje  ju? 
tein  (grgriifcetn  !ann'«  entfc^etben,  — 
©c^toert  t)erau8,  entfcf)etbe  bul 


THE  TWO  BROTHERS. 

Translated  by  Edgar  Alfred  Bo  wring. 


On  the  mountain  summit  darkling 
Lies  the  castle,   veil'd  in  night ; 

Lights  are  in  the  valley  sparkling, 
Clashing  swords  are  gleaming  bright. 

Brothers  'tis  who  in  fierce  duel 
Fight  with  wrath  to  fury  fann'd ; 

Tell  me,  why  these  brothers  cruel 
Strive  thus  madly,  sword  in  hand? 

By  the  eyes  of  Countess  Laura 
Were  they  thus  in  strife  array'd ; 

Both  with  glowing  love  adore  her.   — 
Her,   the  noble,   beauteous  maid. 

Unto  which  now  of  the  brothers 
Is  her  heart  the  most  inclined? 

She  her  secret  feelings  smothers,   — 
Out,   then,    sword,   the  truth  to  find ! 

GoLDSCHMiDT  ,  German  Poetry.  1 S 
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Unb  fie  fed^ten  fil^n  toerwegen, 
v^iefe'  auf  §ieBe  tiie'Derfvac^t'g. 
^Utet  eud},  if)v  tutlbcn  3)egen, 
SBofe«  SBIenbwerf  fc^leid^t  be8  9^ac^t«. 

aBei)e!  SBetje!  fetut'ge  SSiufcet! 
2BeI)e!  2Be^e!  blut'geg  Stial! 
SBetee  ^am^^fer  ftiir^en  nieber, 
(Stner  in  beg  anbern  Sta^I.  — 

SStel'  3fat)r^unbertc  »erircf)en, 
33ter  @efd^le(^tcr  berft  ba8  ®rab; 
^Jraurig  con  be«  33ergeg  ^o^en 
©c^aut  baig  obe  @d^lo§  f)erab. 

3lber  9Rad)t«,  im  5:^ale«gvunbe, 
Sanbett'g  l>eimlic^,  rcunberbar; 
SSettn  ba  fommt  bte  ^tcolfte  ©tunbe, 
^dm^fet  bort  bag  33riiber)>aar. 


'Die  (^xemhkxe. 


Jlac^  (^vanfreic^  jogen  jtuei  ©renabter', 
!Dte  iDaren  in  ^lu^lanb  gefangen. 
Unb  a(g  fie  famen  in'8  bentf^e  Duartter, 
®ie  Iie§en  bie  to^fe  ^angen, 
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And  they  fight  with   rage  despairing, 
Blows  exchange  with  savage  might ; 

Take  good  heed,    ye  gallants  daring,   — 
Mischief  walks  abroad  by  night. 

Woe,   O  woe,   ye  brothers  cruel! 

Woe,   O  woe,  thou  vale  abhorr'd  I 
Both  fall  victims  in  the  duel, 

Falling  on  each  other's  sword. 

Races  are  to  dust  converted, 

Many  centuries  have  flown, 
And  the  castle,  now  deserted. 

Sadly  from  the  mount  looks  down. 

But  at  night-time  in  the  valley 

Wondrous  forms  appear  again ; 
At  the  stroke  of  twelve,   forth  sally 

To  the  fight  the  brothers  twain. 


THE  GRENADIERS. 

Translated  by  Edgar  Alfred  Bo  wring. 

iwo  grenadiers  travell'd  tow'rds  France  one  day, 

On  leaving  their  prison  in  Russia, 
And  sadly  they  hung  their  heads  in  dismay 

When  they  reach'd  the  frontiers  of  Prussia. 

18* 
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jDa  l^orten  fie  Setbe  tie  tvaurtge  Wci^x: 
!l)a^  ^ranfreid^  tocrlcreu  gegan^en, 
^Befiegt  unb  serfc^lageu  taig  ta^jfere  §ecr,  — 
Unb  ber  faifer,  fcer  ^aifer  gefangen. 

jDa  loeinten  sufammen  bte  ©renabier' 
SBo^I  ob  ber  flagltci^en  ^unbe: 
®er  Sine  fprac^:  „2Bie  iret)  twtrb  mir, 
3Bie  bvennt  meine  alte  SSunbe." 

2)er  Slnbre  fpvac^:   „!Da8  Sieb  ift  au8, 
5lud>  ic^  mi3d)t'  mit  bir  fterfeen, 
®o(i^  ^b'  ic^  SBeib  unb  ^inb  ju  |)au«, 
!Die  o^ne  mic^  toevberfeen." 

„Sa0  f(!^ert  micj^  SBetb,  toa8  fd^ert  mic^  ^tnb, 
3;(i^  trage  tceit  k|Tre«  33erlaugen; 
Sa^  fie  fcetteln  gel)n,  luenn  fie  ^ungrig  finb,   - 
SJiein  ^«ifer,  mein  ^aifer.  gefangen! 

„@etDat|v'  mir,  33ruber,  etne  SSitt' : 
323enn  id^  je^t  fterben  werbe, 
(So  nimm  meine  Seiche  wad)  graufreid^  mit, 
^BegvaB'  midf)  in  granfveid^g  (Srbe. 

„jDa8  (S{)ren!reu5  am  rott)en  Sanb 
(SoUfl  bu  auf'8  ^erj  mir  legen; 
®ie  glinte  gieb  mir  in  bie  ^aiii), 
Unb  giirf  mir  urn  ben  !l)egen. 
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For  there  they  first  heard  the  story  of  woe, 

That  France  had  utterly  perish'd, 
The  grand  army  had  met  with   an  overthrow, 

They  had  captured  their  Emperor  cherish'd. 

Then  both  of  the  grenadiers  wept  full  sore 

At  hearing  the  terrible  story; 
And  one  of  them  said :     "Alas  I   once  more 

''My  wounds  are  bleeding  and  gory." 

The  other  one  said  :   "The  game's  at  an  end, 
"With  thee  I  would  die  right  gladly, 

"But  I've  wife  and  child,  whom  at  home  I  should  tend, 
"For  without  me  they'll  fare  but  badly." 

"What  matters  my  child,   what  matters  my  wife? 

"A  heavier  care  has  arisen ; 
"Let  them  beg,  if  they're  hungr)',   all  their  life,  — 

"My  Emperor  sighs  in  a  prison  !" 

"Dear  brother,  pray  grant  me  this  one  last  prayer: 

"If  my  hours  I  now  must  number, 
"O  take  my  corpse  to  my  country  fair, 

"That  there  it  may  peacefully  slumber." 

"The  legion  of  honour,  with  ribbon  red, 

"Upon  my  bosom  place  thou, 
"And  put  in  my  hand  my  musket  dread, 

"And  my  sword  around  me  brace  thou," 
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„®o  toitt  tc^  Uegen  unt)  l)orc^eu  fttll 
Sie  eine  Sc^ttbtoac^' ,  im  ©rate, 
33t8  etnfi  ic^  t;ore  ^anoncngebrittt 
Unt  tuie^enrfcer  Oiofjc  ®etvak\ 

..©ann  rettet  metn  taifcv  icdI>(  itber  metu  @rab, 
3Jtel  <2d)ivevter  fUrren  iinb  Hi^en ; 
2)ann  ftctg  id)  gciuaffnet  I^ervov  auig  beni  ®xah, 
jDen  ^'ai|ev,  ten  Jilatfcv  ju  fdjiit'cn  I" 


^u  nu'inc  ^iliitter. 

3ci^  fein'g  getcol^nt,  ten  ^o^f  rec^t  ^oc^  ju  tvageu, 
SReiu  3inn  ift  au(!^  ein  bi^d^en  ftarv  unb  jcilie 
3Benn  felbft  ter  tcuig  mir  in'§  3lntli1?  fal)e, 
36  icitrbe  ntd^t  tie  3lugen  nieterfci^lagcn. 

Xod?,  (iete  9)iutter,  offeu  wtU  id;'§  fageu: 
2Bte  mad^tig  aud^  meiii  ftolsev  aJiut^  fid?  blal)C, 
3n  tetner  felig  fupcn,  tvauten  9ia^e 
(Srgreift  mid)  oft  eiu  tenuttI;»oIIe§  3^9^"- 

3ft  eg  teiu  @eift,  tev  I^eiinUc^  mid)  besiuinget, 
'J)eiii  ^ol^ev  @eift,  ter  aUe^  tui)\\  tuvd)tviuget, 
Unt  fcU^ent  fic^  jum  ipimmel^Uc^te  fdm^iuget? 

Oualt  mid?  Qrimierung,  ta§  ic^  oeviifeet 
®o  mand?e  2:i)at,  tie  tir  tag  §ev3  tetviibet, 
©ag  fc^one  ipevj,  tag  mid?  fo  fel)r  geliebet! 
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"And  SO  in  my  grave  will  I  silently  lie 
"And  watch  like  a  guard  o'er  the  forces, 

"Until  the  roaring  of  cannon  hear  I, 

"And  the  trampling  of  neighing  horses." 

"My  Emperor  then   will  ride  over  my  grave, 
"While  the   swords  glitter  brightly  and  rattle  ; 

"Then  arm'd  to  the  teeth  will  I  rise  from  the  grave, 
"For  my  Emperor  hasting  to  battle  !" 


TO  MY  MOTHER. 

Transkted  by  Edgar  Alfred  Bowring. 

i  have  been  wont  to  bear  my  head  right  high, 
My  temper  too  is  somewhat  stern  and  rough ; 
Even  before  a  monarch's  cold  rebuff 
I  would  not  timidly  avert  mine  eye. 

Yet,  mother  dear,  I'll  tell  it  openly : 

Much  as  my  haughty  pride  may  swell  and  puff, 

I  feel  submissive  and  subdued  enough, 

When  thy  much-cherished,   darling  form  is  nigh. 

Is  it  thy  spirit  that  subdues  me  then, 

Thy  spirit,  grasping  all  things  in  its  ken, 
And  soaring  to  the  light  of  heaven  again? 

By  the  sad  recollection  I'm  oppress'd 

That  I  have  done  so  much  that  griev'd  thy  breast. 
Which  loved  me,  more  than  all  things  else,  the  best. 
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„(Stn  :^t(^fcn6rtuitt  IHe^f  cinfnm.'* 

€tn  i^ic^tenfcaum  fie^t  einfam 
■3m  3^orben  auf  tai^kx  ^oV- 
3^11  fc^tafert;  nut  toeiger  3)e(fe 
UmpUen  i^n  (St«  unb  (Sd|nee. 

@r  traumt  »on  etner  ^atme, 
!Die  fern  im  2)^orgenIanb 
(SInfam  nnb  fc^tretgenb  tranert 
2luf  brennenbev  ^elfenn^anb. 


„5(^  §00'  tm  Sraum  getpeincf." 

3c^  ^ab'  im  IJvanm  geiceinet, 
Wix  tvaumte,  t)U  lageft  im  ®rab. 
■3d>  tt>ad)te  auf,  unb  bie  !Jf)rane 
j^Io^  nodi  toon  ber  2Bange  ijcxab. 

■Oid^  ^aV  im  Sraum  geiceinet, 
SJiir  traumt',  bu  cerliepeft  mic^. 
■3c^  tcad^te  auf,  unb  id)  hjeinte 
3^o(f>  lange  bitterlid). 

3f^  l^afc'  im  !Jraum  geireinet, 
9)?ir  traumte,  bu  fcliebefi  mir  gut. 
■3c^  toaci^te  auf,  unb  noc^  immer 
©tromt  meine  J^ranenflutf). 
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"A  PINE-TREE  STANDS  IN  THE  NORLAND!" 

Translated  by  Dr.  James  Steele. 


A  pine-tree  stands  in  the  Norland 

Alone  on  a  desolate  hill ; 
He  slumbers  beneath   his  mantle 

Of  snow  fleece,   icy-chill. 

He  dreams  of  his  cousin  the  palm-tree, 

Who,   far  amid  tropical  sand, 
In  silence  and  solitude  shrivels 

'Neath  the  vertical  noonday  brand. 

"I  WEPT  AS  I  SLUMBERED  AT  NIGHT.'* 

Translated  by  "J.  H." 


1  wept  as  I  slumbered  at  night, 

For  I  saw  thy  grave  in  my  dream ; 

I  awoke  —  it  had  taken  to  flight, 

But  tears  down   my  wasted  cheeks  stream. 

I  wept  in  a  dream  of  the  night! 
I  dreamt  thou  hadst  left  me  and  gone ; 
I  awoke   —  the  morning  was  bright, 
But  bitterly  wept  I  alone  ! 

I  wept  in  a  dream  of  the  night ! 
Thou  wert  true,   I  thought  in  my  sleep. 
I  awoke,   but  what  brought  the  light 
But  to  weep,   aye,   ever  to  weep? 
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Sox  (id 


3(f)  tDcip  ntc^t,  trad  foU  e«  bebeuteu, 
3)ap  id)  fo  tvciuvig  tnn ; 
©n  9)?at)rd)en  au3  alten  3^'^^!^' 
2)a^  fommt  mir  uid^t  au§  tern  ©inn. 

!5)te  $?uft  ift  fii^t  unt)  e8  bunfelt, 
Unt)  ru^ig  flie^t  fcer  9tl)cin; 
jDer  @t^)fet  t>e«  33erge8  funfelt 
^m  5l6enbfonnenf(^ein. 

jDte  fd^onfte  3ungfvau  fi^et 

®ox1  ofcen  tvuuDerbav,  -t^    iMI-fV/' 

31^r  gDlb'neg  @efd;meifce  bltljet, 

©te  !ammt  il;v  golfceneS  §aar. 

(Sie  fantmt  e^  mit  gclfcenem  famine, 
Unt)  fingt  ein  Sieb  tabet; 
!Da8  t)at  eiiie  tounberfame, 
©eiDoItige  3)ZeIot)ci. 

®en  (Sdiiffer  im  fletnen  ©ci^tffe 
(Srgvetft  e«  mit  ivnttem  2Be^ ; 
(Sr  fd)aut  ni(^t  tie  ^etfenrtffe, 
@v  fd)aut  nur  Ijinauf  in  bie  §o^'. 

■3c^  glaube,  tie  2Betten  toerfc^lingen 
2tm  (Snte  ec^iffev  unb  ^a^n ; 
Unb  bag  ^at  mit  it;rem  ©iiigeu 
®ie  Soretei  get^an. 
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LOKELKV. 

Translated  by  Dr.  James  Steele. 

1  know  not  how  it  befalleth 

That  all  so   sa'd  am   I : 
And  strangely  my  mind  recalleth 

A  tale  of  years  gone  by. 

The  dewy  eve  advances. 

And  tranquil  flows  the  Rhine ; 
The  rock's  bold  forehead  glances 

In  daylight's  parting  shine. 

There  sits  the  wondrous  sitter, 

The  beautiful  girl,   up  there; 
Her  golden  jewels  glitter. 

She  combs  her  golden  hair. 

A  madrigal  she  singcth. 

As  her  golden  comb   slie  plies ; 
The  music  wildly  ringeth 

Adown  the  river,    and   dies. 

In  his  little   boat  the   rower 

Is  caught  with  a  pang  of  love ; 
He  sees  not  the  rock   below  her. 

He  sees  but  the  girl   above. 

And  there  where  the  wavelets  are  dancing 

He  sank,   with  the  setting  sun; 
And  this  with  her  music  entrancing 

The  Loreley  hath   done. 
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„3Keitt  i)cra,  mciu  Jcrs  t|lt  frrturig.'' 


iHein  v^erj,  mein  ^er^  ift  trauvtg, 
®oc^  luftig  (eitd)tet  ber  9}Jai; 
3iC^  ftef)e,  gele^nt  an  ber  ?int)e, 
§oc^  auf  ber  alten  Saftei. 

®a  brunten  flte^t  bcr  felaite 
(Stabtgrafcen  in  [titter  9iuV ; 
(Sin  tnabe  fd^rt  im  tat>ne, 
Unb  angelt  unb  ^fetft  baju. 

3enfeit8  erl^efeen  fid)  fveunblid^, 
Qn  tninjiger,  fcunter  ©cftalt, 
?uftf)aufev  unb  ©arten  unb  SRenfcIjen, 
Unb  Dd^fen  unb  2Biefen  unb  SBalb. 

!Die  aJJdgbe  bleic^en  Sdfc^e, 
Unb  fpringen  im  @va§  ^evum; 
3)a8  aRiifjtvab  ftaubt  3)iamanten, 
M)  ^ijre  fein  ferne8  ©efumm'. 

%m  alten  grauen  2:^urme 
(Sin  (2d)itbcr^u«d)en  fte^t; 
(Sin  rDtl)gevi3(fter  ^urfd^e 
!Dort  auf  uub  niebev  gef)t. 

(Sr  fvielt  mit  feiner  gtinte, 
'^ie  funfelt  im  <2onnenvot^, 
@r  ^rafentiert  unb  fd)ultert  — 
3c^  tDottt',  er  fc^ijffe  mic^  tobt. 
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'MY  HEART,  MY  HEART  IS  SINKING." 

Translated  by  Dr.  James  Steele. 

JMy  heart,   my  heart  is  sinking. 

As  the  May  awakes  in  glee ; 
I  stand  high  up  on  the  rampart, 

With  my  back  to  a  linden-tree. 

Below  me   crawls  in  silence 

The  city's  broad  blue  moat ; 
Where  a  boy  is  singing  and  angling 

As  he  veers  about  in  his  boat. 

Far  over,   by  distance  mellowed. 

The  landscape  lies  unrolled : 
Wayfarer,   garden  and  villa, 

And  kine  and  meadow  and  wold. 

On  the  green  the  linen  is  bleaching 
While  gambol  the  girls  around ; 

The  mill-wheel  scatters  its  diamonds ; 
I  hear  its  monotonous  sound. 

Upon  the  old  gray  tower 

There  stands  a  sentry-box ; 
I  see  the  guard,  red-coated. 

As  up  and  down  he   walks. 

I  see  him  play  with  his  musket. 
Which  gleams   in  the  morning-red ; 

He  shoulders  it  and  levels  it ;    — 
I  would  he  shot  me  dead  I 
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„2i5fnn  iili  an  be'tntm  ikufe." 


UDenn  id)  an  ccinem  ^aufe 
1)e8  SD'Jorctene  rovitber  get)', 
®o  freut's'  inidi,  Mt  Ilefcc  0cine, 
2Bcnn  idb  t>\&>  am  J^enftcr  fc^'. 

S}*?!!  beincn  jd^roar^fcraunen  'lugcn 
©ie^ft  bit  mid>  forfc^enb  an: 
„2Ber  bift  bit.  unb  iraS  fe^lt  btv, 
1)it  frentbov,   fvanfcr  aJJaiin?" 

Oc^  fcin  ein  bcmfc^er  Dic^tcr,  ' 

SBefannt  im  bcutfd^cn  Sanb; 
^cnrtt  man  m  bcfien  'D'Jamcn, 
(£o  tt5ttb  and>  bcv  meinc  genannt. 

Unb  twae  intv  jc^It,  bit  interne, 
^ti)it  SyJand^cm  im  beiitfc^en  Sano; 
^'Jennt  man  bic  f(^Ummftcn  ©c^merjen, 
(So  irirb  audi  bcv  meinc  genannt. 
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"I  LIKE,  WHEN  IN  THE  MORNING. 

Translated  by  Dr.  Jame.s  Steele. 

1  like,   when  in  the  morning 

Your  cottage  door  I  pass, 
To  see  you  at  the  window, 

You  pretty  little  lass. 

lour  dark  brown  eyes  with  wonder 
Are  filled,   as  I  go  on ;   — 

"Who  are  you   and  what  ails  you, 
You  stranger,    woe — begone?" 

I  am  a  German  poet. 
In  Germany  renowned, 
And  high  among  the  best  ones 
My  name  is  to   be  found. 

And  that  which  ails  me,   darling, 
Ails  Germans  many  a  one; 

But  where  their  sorrow  endeth, 
Mine  only  hath  begun." 
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„^ic  bcr  Mowh  ftc^  fcucf)tenb  briincjet/' 


t&k  bev  9)?onb  fid^  leuAtentt  bvanget 
!Durd^  ten  bunfetn  25>otfenftov, 
llfo  tauc^t  au8  bunfein  3^^^^^^ 
'2JJir  ein  lid?te«  SBilb  ^ertoor. 

®a§en  aU'  auf  bent  SSerbecfe, 
gu^ren  ftotj  Ij'mab  ben  9?^etn 
Unb  bie  fommevgriinen  lifer 
©lii^n  im  ^Ibenbfonnenfd^ein. 

©tnnenb  faJ3  id}  ju  ben  p|en 
(giner  jDame,  fd^on  unb  l^olb; 
3n  i^r  Uebe^,  bleid^eg  3lntU^ 
©^Jtelt'  ba§  rott)e  'Bonnengolb. 

Sauten  ftangen,  33ubcn  fangen, 
aSunberfcare  ^rof)(id)feit ! 
Unb  ber  ^immcl  wurbe  fclauer, 
Unb  bte  ®eele  tourbe  ireit. 

SOJdrc^enf^aft  tooriifcevsogen 
S3erg'  unb  Surgen,  SSdb  unb  %vl; 
Unb  bag  StUeS  fa^'  i^  glanjen 
3n  bem  Slug'  ber  fd^iinen  grau. 
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*'AS  THE  MOON'S  FAIR  FACE  APPEARS." 

Translated  by   Miss  M.    Hutchison. 


As  the  Moon's  fair  face  appears, 

Smiling  through  the  clouds  of  night, 

So  mid  dark  of  vanished   years 
Gleams  a  memory  of  light. 

Down  the  Rhine,   the  proudly  flowing, 

Merry  voyagers  sailing  on ; 
Banks  of  summer-greenness  glowing 

In  the  glare  of  evening  sun. 

At  the  foot  of  a  dear  maiden. 
Dear  and  sweet,   I   musing  lay, 

On  her  pale  and  lovely  features 
Flashed  the  light  of  fading  day. 

Music  ringing,   voices  singing, 

Wondrous  rapture,   strange  and  new  ! 

Far  and  high  the  soul's  swift  winging 
Through  the  broader  deeper  blue ! 

Like  a  dream  of  shifting  splendour, 
Mount  and  tower  and  tree  went  by, 

Glancing  in  the  radiance  tender 
Of  the  darling  maiden's  eye ! 

GoLDSCHMiDT,  German  Poetry.  19 
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^u  0i(Ti  me  cine  •Blume. 


Du  fcift  t»te  etne  Slumc, 
©0  i)ott)  unt)  fc^on  unto  rein ; 
Qd)  fd^au'  bic^  an  unb  2Bef)mutI) 
©d^Ieic^t  mir  in8  ^erj  l^inein. 

9Jiir  ift,  a(§  ob  ic^  bie  ^cinbe 
2luf«  §au^3t  bir  tege»  foUt', 
33etenb,  ba^  @ott  bid)  ert)a(te 
@o  rein  unb  fd^Bn  unb  {)olb. 


t  u  r  in. 


(Es  tt)iit^et  ber  Sturm, 
Unb  er  ^>eitfc^t  bie  SBeUen, 
Unb  bie  SBeU'n,  icut^fd^aumenb  unb  bauntenb, 
Stjurmen  ficf>  auf,  unb  e«  ujogen  lebenbig 
I)ie  tt)ei§en  2Bafferfeerge, 
Unb  bag  ©d^iffletn  erflimmt  fie, 
§aftig,  miilifam, 
Unb  ^(ij^lirfi  fturjt  eg  ^ina6 
3n  fd^iDarje,  n^eitgafinenbe  gtut^abgriinbe.  — 

SSergebeng  mein  bitten  unb  i^Ietin ! 
9Kein  9tufen  cerfjaUt  im  tofenben  ©turm, 
3m  ®d)(a(^ttarm  ber  Sinbe. 
(Sg  6rauft  unb  ^feift  unb  praffelt  unb  ^eult, 
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"E'EN  AS  A  BEAUTEOUS  FLOWER." 

Translated  by  Mrs.  E.  Kroeker,  nee  Freiligrath. 


x!i'en  as  a  beauteous  Flower 
So  fair  and  pure  thou  art, 

I  gaze  on  thee  and  sadness 
Comes  stealing  o'er  my  heart. 

My  hands  I  fain  had  folded 
Upon  thy  soft  brown  hair, 

Praying  that  God  would  keep  thee 
Thus  lovely,   pure  and  fair. 


THE  TEMPEST. 

Translated  by  Richard  Garnett. 

rierce  streams  the  blast  —  in  anguish  coils 
The  wave  beneath  it,  gleams  and  boils. 
And  soars  with  many  a  foaming  fountain, 
A  white  and  living  water-mountain. 
The  bark  the  waves  in  mockery  fling 
Forth  from  their  foamy  ravening, 
A  moment  gleams   —   and  instant  is 
Lost  in  a  yawning  black  abyss. 

In  vain  my  prayer  and  deprecation  ; 
Drown'd  in  the  shock  and  agitation 
Of  the  wild  winds  that  raving  battle. 
And  roar,   and  shriek,   and  howl,   and  rattle, 

19* 
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233ie  etn  SoIl^au«  con  Soneu! 
Unt  jtoifd^enturd^  ^ox   tcb  ternetjmfcar 
Socfenfee  ^avfentaute, 
(ge^nfuc^ttoiltien  ©efang, 
©eelenfc^metsent*  unt  feelenjerretf^enb, 
Unb  id;  erfenne  bie  ®timnie. 

^evn  an  fc^otttfdier  ^elfenfiifte, 
2Bo  tag  graue  Sd)lc§lein  l^inauSragt 
UeBer  tie  branbenbe  3ee, 
2)ort  am  t)od)gett)oIbteu  ^eiifter, 
(Ste^t  eine  fd^one,  fraufe  %xavi, 
3avt'Duvc^fic^tig  unb  mavmcrfetaj?, 
Unb  fie  fpielt  bte  C>a^f*:  ""b  [ingt, 
Unb  ber  2Binb  burd>iDu^lt  i^ve  langeu  ?oden, 
Unb  tragt  i^r  bunfleS  Steb 
Ueber  ba«  luette,  ftitrmcnbe  9>feer. 


S  c  c  9  e  f  p  e  It  in. 


3c^  afcer  lag  am  9{anbe  beg  ©d^iffeg, 
Unb  fd^aute,  traumenben  2lugeg, 
C)inab  in  bag  fpiegelflare  SBaffer, 
Unb  fc^aute  tiefer  unb  tiefer  — 
58ig  tief  im  SJieereggvunbe, 
Slnfangg  n^ie  bammernbe  9?ebei, 
Sebod)  allma^lig  faibenbeftimmter, 
^rd^enfuppel  unb  3;;^urme  fid)  jeigten, 
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Like    one  vast  cell  of  maniac  sound  — 

Yet  hear  I  'mid  the  broil  resound 

The  gusty  accents  of  a  lyre, 

And  twanging  chords,   and  voice  of  fire 

That  tear  the  shuddering  soul  along 

And  hearkening  know  whence  comes  the  song. 

Far  on  the  rugged  Scottish  shore, 
Where  the  old  castle  gazes  o'er 
The  frantic  waters  in  amazement  — 
There,   at  the  lofty  vaulted  casement, 
A  pallid  lovely  woman  stands, 
Tender  of  glance  and  frail,   her  hands 
Clang  on  the  harp,   and  wild  she  sings, 
And  wild  the  storm  her  tresses  flings, 
And  bears  the  voice  of  her  emotion 
Far  o'er  the  roaring  wastes  of  Ocean. 

SEA  VISION. 

Translated  by  Mrs.  E.  Kroeker.  nee  Freiligrath. 

But  I  lay  at  the  edge  of  the  vessel, 

And  gazed  with  eye  that  was  dreaming 

Down  into  the  clear  crystal  water. 

And  gazed  down  deeper  and  deeper 

Till  far  oa  the  ground  of  the  Ocean, 

At  first  like   mists  of  twilight. 

But  soon  more  defined  in  colour  and  substance, 

Domes  of  churches  appeared  and  steeples. 
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Unt)  enbiici),  fonnenflar,  etne  ganje  ©tatit, 
Slltert^umlic^  nieCerldnbifc^, 
Utit  menfd)enBeIe'6t. 
93et3ad)tige  SSJlanner,  fd^tDar^fcemantett, 
Sfflit  wei§en  ^alSfraufen  unfc  (S^renfetten, 
Unt)  langen  ®egeu  unto  laugeu  ©efidnern, 
©dirctten  uBer  ben  n3immelnt!en  2Rar!tpla^ 
^tac^  tent  tre^3pent)oI)en  9iatl;^au8, 
2Bo  fteinerne  J?atfer6ttt)ev 
9Ba(!^t  ^Iten  mit  B'^pter  unt?  ©d^toert. 
Unfern'',  t>ov  langen  ^dufers9ieit>n, 
2Bo  fpiegelSlanfe  i^cnftev 
Unt)  ^)i)ramit)ifc^  fcefd)ntttene  Sinfcen, 
SBanteIn  feibenraufd)ente  S^ungfern, 
<S(^Ian!e  2eib(^en,  bie  Slumengefid^ter 
<gtttfam  umfd^lofjen  con  fd^warjen  9}iul?c^en 
Unt)  l^ev»orquettent)em  @oltt;aar. 
^unte  ©efetten,  in  f^anifd^er  Jrac^t, 
(Stoljieren  tooiiiber  unb  niden. 
5Bejal[)rte  grauen, 
.  On  braunen,  oerfc^ottnen  ©eicanbern, 
©efangfeuc^  unt)  9?ofenfran5  in  ber  $ant), 
(gilen,  tri^pelnben  3(^vitt8, 
"^laif  bem  grofjen  5)ome, 
©etrieben  ton  ©lodengelaute 
Unt)  raufci^enbem  Drgetton. 

SKic^  felbft  ergreift  l)e§  fernen  ^langg 
^cl^eimni^coUer  ©c^aner ! 
Unenblid^eS  8e^nen,  tiefe  Se^mutf) 
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And  at  length,   clear  as  day,   an  entire  town, 

Antiquated,  Netherlandish, 

And  thronging  with  people. 

Solemn  men,   clothed  in  black  mantles. 

With  snow-white  ruiFs,   and  chains  of  honour, 

Wearing  long  swords,   and  long  stiff  faces, 

Stalk  gravely  across  the  busy  market 

To  the  Town  Hall,   ascended  by  flights  of  steps, 

Where  imperial  statues  of  stone 

Guard  entrance,   with  sceptre  and  sword. 

Not  far  off,   before  long  rows  of  houses  — 

The  windows  glittering  like  polished  mirrors  — 

Before  lindens  dipt  into  pyramids  quaintly, 

Maidens  are  walking,   with  rustling  silk  garments, 

Slim  little  waists,   their  fair  blooming  faces 

Modestly  peering  out  forth  from  their  tresses, 

Golden  tresses  all  gloriously  floAving. 

Gay  young  fellows  in  Spanish  costume 

Pass  by,   haughtily  nodding. 

Aged  women 

In  brown  old-fashioned  dresses, 

Bearing  in  hand  their  rosary  and  prayer-books. 

Hasten  with  feeble  steps 

To  the  great  Cathedral, 

Urged  thither  by  clanging  of  bells. 

And  the  deep-thrilling  tones  of  the  organ. 

Myself  am  moved  by  the  secret 
Mysterious  power  of  the  distant  sound. 
An  infinite  yearning,   deep  melancholy 
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33ef(i^Ietcf|t  ntein  §erj, 

9)?etn  !aum  ge^eilte§  §erj;  — 

Wix  ift,  a(8  tourten  feme  3Bunben 

2?on  lieben  Stp^en  aufgefii^t, 

Unb  t^ten  tuieber  fcluten,  — 

^ei^e,  retire  5:vopfen, 

jDte  lang  unb  langfam  nieberfatl'n 

2(uf  ein  alte§  §au8,  bort  unten 

^n  ber  tiefen  9?Jeerftabt, 

5luf  ein  atteS,  f)od)gegie6e(teg  .^auly 

2)a8  tttelanc^olifc^  menfdjenleev  ift, 

9tur  ba§  am  untern  genfter 

Sin  SWabc^en  fii?t, 

®en  ^o^f  auf  ben  3lrm  geftit^t, 

2Sie  ein  armeg,  tergeffene^  ^inb  — 

Unb  ic^  fenne  bid),  avnte^,  toergeffeneg  finb. 

®o  tief,  meertief  alfo 
S^erftedft  bu  bid^  oor  mir 
2lu6  finbifc^er  ?aune, 
Unb  fonnteft  nii^t  me^r  f)erauf, 
Unb  fa^eft  fremb  nnter  fremben  Senten, 
Sa^r^unberte  (ang, 
■iDerttseilen  id),  bie  ©eele  tooU  Oram, 
2luf  ber  ganjen  @rbe  bic^  fuc^te, 
Unb  intmer  bic^  fud^te, 
T)u  -Smmergeliebte, 
jDu  Sangfttoerlorene, 
3!)u  Snblid^gefunbene  — 
■3c^  ijab'  bi(^  gefunben  nnb  fc^aue  njieber 
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Comes  creeping  o'er  my  heart, 

My  scarcely  healed  heart ;    — 

I  feel  as  though  its  wounds  were  kissed  open 

Once  more  again,  by  beloved  lips. 

And  that  again  they  were  bleeding, 

Hot  drops  of  blood, 

Which  downwards  fall  slowly 

Upon  an  old  house  below, 

Far  in  the  depths  of  the  Ocean, 

Upon  an  old  house  and  lofty-gabled, 

Which  stands  in  sad  drear  solitude, 

But  that  at  one  window 

Sits,   forlorn,  a  maiden, 

Supporting  her  head  on  her  arm, 

Like  a  poor  forgotten  child, 

And  I  know  thee,  thou  poor  and  forgotten  child ! 

Thus  deep  then,  even  as  deep  as  the  Ocean 

Didst  thou  hide  away  from  me 

In  childish   caprice, 

And  could'st  return  again  never. 

And  didst  remain  as  a  stranger  among  strange  people, 

For  centuries, 

While  I,   with  grieving  soul. 

The  whole  earth  over  have  sought  thee. 

Aye  without   ceasing  have  sought  thee, 

Thou  ever  loved  one. 

Oh  thou  long  lost  one. 

At  length  found  again ! 

But  now  I  have  found  thee   —  once  more  I  behold 
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5)em  ftt^eg  ©efic^t, 

jDie  !(ugen,  treuen  5Kugen, 

!Da§  Itebe  Sad^elu  — 

Unb  nimmer  iotU  id)  t)ic^  tcieber  berlaffen 

Unb  id>  fomme  fjinab  ju  biv, 

Unt)  mit  au§gefcieiteten  5lrmen 

©tiirj'  t(^  ^tnab  an  betn  ^tx^.  — 

5l6er  jur  rec^ten  3'^it  noc^ 
(Srgriff  mic^  Beim  guJ3  ber  ^a^ttan 
Unb  3og  mid)  t»ont  ©djiffgvanb, 
Itnb  rief ,  argerlic^  lad^enb : 
„!Doctor,  fmb  <Bk  be8  Seufeig?" 


3fru()fitt95fie5. 


£eife  3ief)t  burd^  mein  ©emiit^ 
Siefclid^eg  ©elaute. 
^linge,  fleineS  gritt^UngSlieb, 
0ing'  ^inau8  in'«  2Beite! 

tUng'  :^inau8  Ui  in  bag  §au8 
2Bo  bie  33(umen  fprtegen! 
2Bcnn  bn  eine  9iofe  fd^au'ft, 
®og',  id^  laff'  fie  gru^en! 
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Thy  sweet,   sweet  face,  ^-. 

And  those  kind  faithful  eyes  % 

And  that  dear  sad  smile.    — 

And  never,   never  again  will  I  leave  thee, 

I  am  coming  to  thee. 

And  with  arms  outspread 

Let  me  down  to  thy  heart  I    — 

But  just  in  the  nick  of  time 

My  foot  was  grasped  by  the  Captain, 

Who  pulled  me  away  from  the  edge  of  the  vessel 

And  cried  half  vexed,   and  half  laughing, 

"Sir!  what  the  Deuce,  are  you  up  to?"  — 


SPRING  SONG. 

Translated  by  Mrs.  !E.  Kroeker,  nee  Freiligrath. 


ooft  and  gently  through  my  soul 
Sweetest  bells  are  ringing, 

Speed  you  forth,   my  little  song 
Of  spring-time  gaily  singing ! 

Speed  you  onward,   to  a  house 
Where  sweet  flowers  are  fleeting, 

If  perchance  a  Rose  you  see. 
Say,  I  send  her  greeting. 
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di  ragt  in«  SJieev  ter  9iunenftcin, 

1)a  fi^'  id)  mit  ineincn  Irdumcn ; 

@«  ^jfeift  tev  aSinb  —  tie  9}?cn3en  fcf^rei'n, 

Xte  SBctten,  fie  hjanbcrn  unt  fd^amncn. 

3i(!^  ^abe  geliefct  mand^  fc^one«  ttnb, 
Unb  nmnc^eu  guten  ®e[eUcn; 
aBo  ftnb  fie  fjin?  ©t^  ^feift  bev  2Binb, 
Sg  tcanbevn  unb  fdjciumen  bie  2[ii?enen! 


^ic  3Se6cr. 


3m  biiftem  3luge  fciiie  X^rone, 
<Sie  fi^en  am  2Ccbftut)(  unb  fletfdjen  bie  B'd^nt 
.."Deutfc^tanb,  wtr  iceben  bctn  l*eid)entuc6, 
iBir  iDeben  ^inetn  ben  breifad^en  i^luc^  — 
3Bir  tceben,  »ir  toebenl 

„Sin  i^luc^  bem  ®o(5en,  ^u  bem  ttjir  gebeten 
■3n  aSintergfalte  unb  §unger«niJt^en ; 
2Bir  fjaben  »ergebeng  get)offt  unb  gefjarrt, 
Sr  \)at  ung  gecifft  unb  gefo^j^t  unb  genarrt  — 
Sir  toeben,  t»ir  toeben! 
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THE  RUNIC  STONE. 

Translated  by  Edgar  Alfred  Bowring. 

Ihe  Runic  stone  'mongst  the  waves  stands  high, 
There  sit  I,    with  thoughts  far  roaming ; 

The  wind  pipes  loudly,   the  seamews  cry. 
The  billows  are  curling  and  foaming. 

I've  loved  full  many  a  charming  girl, 

Loved  many  a  comrade  proudly  — 
Where  are  they  now?  The  billows  curl 

And  foam,   and  the  wind  pipes  loudly. 


THE  SILESIAN  WEAVERS. 

Translated  by  Edgar  Alfred  Bowring. 


.No  tears  from  their  gloomy  eyes  are  flowing. 
They  sit  at  the  loom,   their  white  teeth  showing : 
"Thy  shroud,   O  Germany,   now  weave  we, 
"A  threefold  curse  we're  weaving  for  thee,   — 
"We're  weaving,   we're  weaving !" 

"A  curse  on  the  God  to  whom  our  petition 
"We've  vainly  adress'd  when  in  starving  condition, 
"In  vain  did  we  hope,   and  in  vain  did  we  wait, 
"He  only  derided  and  mock'd  our  sad  fate.   — 
We're  weaving,   we're  weaving  I 
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„©n  g(uc()  fcem  ilontg,  tern  tcnig  ter  9Jeid)en, 
2)en  unfer  ©letib  nicfit  fonnte  evttetc^en, 
3)er  ben  (e^ten  ®vofd)cn  »jon,  un«  ev^n-efft, 
Unb  una  tcte  §unte  evfd)ie^en  la^t  — 
2Biv  trefeen,  n^ir  toekn! 

„(5in  t^Iud)  tern  falfdjen  S^atevlante, 
2Bo  nur  gebei^en  (£(^mac^  unt)  ®cf>ant'e, 
2Bo  jebe  33lume  fritf)  gefnidt, 
So  gaulntfe  unb  9)tober  ben  2Burm  erquidt  — 
9Sir  tuefcen,  njtr  n>eten! 

.,1)08  (5d^tff(i^en  fliegt,  ber  SSebfiui)!  !rac^t, 
2Bir  weben  emfig  Xag  unb  9Jad)t  — 
3tttbeutfc^(anb,  t»ir  n^eben  bein  Setc^entud), 
2Bir  weben  ^tnein  ben  breifad)en  gtud). 
SKir  weben,  wir  weben!" 
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"A  curse  on  the  King  of  the  wealthy,    whom  often 
''Our  misery  vainly  attempted  to  soften ; 
"Who  takes  away  e'en  the  last  penny  we've  got, 
"And  lets  us  like  dogs  in  the  highway  be  shot,  — 
"We're  weaving,   we're  Aveaving ! 

"A  curse  on  our  fatherland  false  and  contriving, 
"Where  shame  and  disgrace  Alone  are  seen  thriving, 
"Where  flowers  are  pluck'd  before  they  unfold, 
"Where  batten  the  worms  on  corruption  and  mould,  — 
"We're  weaving,  we're  weaving ! 

"The  shuttle  is  flying,   the  loom  creaks  away, 
"We're  weaving  busily  night  and  day; 
"Thy  shroud.   Old  Germany,   now  weave  we, 
"A  threefold  curse  we're  weaving  for  thee,   — 
"We're  weaving,   we're  weaving!" 


-ffrtinanli  JFreiligratl)^ 


born  1810. 


„8a6  trflufcn  bcincr  Siiflcn  DucU ! 
C,  lag  mid;  ttoien  btin  ©ttiit^t!" 


GoLDscHMiDT,  German  Poetry.  20 


^ie  3{u5wan5i'rer. 


2(i)  fann  ben  33UcE  nic^t  bon  eucf>  tcenben ; 
3f(^  mu^  euc^  anfd^au'n  immerbar: 
9Cie  retci^t  tt)r  mit  gefd^aft'gen  ^dnben 
jDem  ©d^lffer  cure  ^abt  bar ' 

3ft|r  9}ianner,  bte  i^r  »on  bent  9^aden 
3)te  tiJrbe  langt,  nttt  S3rob  fcefc^n^ert, 
jDa«  i^r,  au8  beutfd)em  ^orn  gebacfen, 
©eroftet  ^abt  auf  beutfd^em  §erb  ; 

Unb  i'^r,  im  ©^murf  ber  langen  S'oV^'^, 
Ql/x  (Sd^warswatbmdbc^en,  fcraun  unb  fd>Ianf 
2Bie  forgfam  fteUt  i^r  trug'  unb  Jopfe 
2luf  ber  ©c^alu^^je  griine  S3anf! 

®a8  ftnb  biefelfeen  Z'6p[  unb  tritge, 
Dft  an  ber  ^eimatf)  Sorn  gefiitlt; 
SSenn  am  50it[jouri  lUeg  fdjwiege, 
©  i  e  malten  eud>  ber  §etmatl>  33Kb ; 


THE  EMIGRANTS. 

Translated  by  Dr.  Alfred  Baskerville. 

1  cannot  turn   my  look  aside, 

But  ling'ring  watch  ye  on  the  strand, 

As  to  the  sailor  ye  confide 

Your  wealth,   your  all,   with  busy  hand. 

Men,   from  your  shoulders  placing  round, 
Bread  laden  baskets  on  the   earth ; 
The  meal  of  German  corn  was  ground. 
And  baked  upon  a  German  hearth. 

And  ye,  adorned  with  braided  hair, 
Black-Forest  maidens,   slender,   brown, 
How  on  the  shallop's  bench  with  care 
Ye  lay  your  jugs  and  pitchers  down ! 

How  oft  have  flown  those  pitchers  o'er 
With  water  from  your  native  spring ; 
When  silent  is  Missouri's  shore 
Sweet  dreams  of  home  to  you  they'll  bring. 

20* 
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De«  2)orfe8  ftetngef a§te  DucHe, 
3u  feer  i^r  fd^o^^fenb  eud)  gebucft; 
^e8  ^erbe«  traute  geuerfteUe, 
®a«  2Bant)gefim«,  ta«  fie  gefd^miidt, 

33a(t)  3ieren  fie  im  ferneu  SBeften 
!De«  leic^ten  33retter^ufe«  2Banb; 
33alti  rctd)t  fie  niuben,  bvaitnen  ©afteu, 
$ott  frifd^en  Xrunfe6,  cure  ^anb. 

@«  trinft  taxani  ber  ^Jfdberofefe, 
(Srnmttet,  ton  ber  3iagb  beftaubt; 
^JJid^t  met)r  con  beutfd)er  !^JeBen(efe 
Jragt  i'^r  fie  ^eim,  mit  ©riin  belaubt. 

D  f^red^t!  tt)arum  ^ogt  if>r  toon  bannen? 
3)a«  9iedartm  ^at  SBcin  unb  torn, 
3)er  (Sdjicar^tDalb  fte^t  toll  finft'rev  Jannne 
3m  ©peffart  flingt  be«  tlpterg  §orn. 

Sie  t»irb  c8  in  ben  fremben  25?a(bern 
@ud^  nad>  ber  §eimatpevge  ©run, 
"iRai)  3)eutfd)tanb§  gelben  aBeijenfelbern, 
'^ai^  feinen  ^^eknpgeln  jieljn! 

2Bie  toirb  ba§  Silb  ber  alten  Sage 
jDurd^  eure  2;raume  gldnjenb  tcel^n! 
@Ietc^  etner  ftiQcn,  frommen  ©age 
SBirb  eg  end)  toor  ber  ©eele  ftet)n. 
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The  stone-encircled  village  well, 
Where  ye  to  draw  the  water  bent ; 
The  hearth,   where  soft  affections  dwell, 
The  mantle-piece,   its  ornament ; 

Soon  will  they,   in  the  distant  west. 
Adorn  the  log-hut's  wooden   side, 
Soon  to  the  red-skinned  weary  guest 
Yell  hand  their  clear  refreshing  tide. 

The  Cherookees  will  drink  their  flood. 

Who  in  the  chase  exhausted  roam  ; 

No  more,   filled  with  the  grape's  red  blood. 

Nor  hung  with  wreaths,  ye'll  bear  them  home. 

Say!   why  seek  ye  a  distant  land? 
The  Neckar-vale  has  wine  and  corn ; 
Dark  pines  in  your  Black-Forest  stand, 
In  Spessart  sounds  the  Alpine  horn. 

How,  when  in  distant  woods,  forlorn, 
Ye  for  your  native  hills  will  pine, 
For  Deutschland's  golden  fields  of  corn 
And  verdant  hills  of  clust'ring  vine; 

How  will  the  image  of  the  past 

Through  all  your  dreams  in  brightness  roll. 

And,   like  some  pious  legend,   cast 

A  veil  of  sadness  o'er  your  soul ! 


310  gerbinanb  grcitigrat^. 

@ott  fcJ^ii^'  eucE>,  3J?aiin  unt)  2Betfe  unb  ®rei«! 
@ei  i^reube  eurer  33ruft  6efd)ieben, 
Unt)  euren  i^elbern  9iei«  unb  2)Jai«! 


2ieerfaBcf. 


(Jbbetvoden  auf  bem  ©ttanbe 
Sag  bie  unBe^olfne  ^of;  / 

(g^njarjUrf)  ^ing  am  2)?aft  bag  3"S"e^ 
jDaS  »om  leljten  i^angc  troff. 

S;aftenb  ^)rUfte  feine  SKafd^en 
®n  fearfu^iger  ©efett; 
^tfii^e  borrten  in  ber  Sonne 
%n  bem  ^oljernen  ©eftell. 

^ei§  unb  bmftig  fa^  bie  !Diine 
^uf  bag  aWeer,  ein  !Jantatu8; 
2Bie  ein  grower  (SiI6er^a(6monb 
S8U^te  ber  Dceanu«. 

3febe  SBelle,  grau  unb  fatjig, 
®ie  fi(^  an  bem  Ufer  Brac^, 
2Bie  5um  @ruge  mit  bem  §au^te 
5^i(fte  branbenb  fie,  unb  f^jrac^ : 
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The  boatman  beckons  —  go  in  peace  ! 
May  God  preserve  you,  man  and  wife, 
Your  fields  of  rice  and  maize  increase 
And  with  his  blessings  crown  your  life! 


SEA  FABLE. 

Translated  by  Mrs.  E.  Kroeker,  n^e  Freiligrath. 

Migh  and  drj'  upon  the  sea-shore 
Lies  the  helpless  fishing-smack, 

From  the  mast  the  net  is  hanging, 
Dripping  still  all  wet  and  black. 

Yon  bare-footed  youth  is  trying 

All  its  meshes  o'er  with   care; 
Fishes  in  the  sun  are  drying 

On  the  wooden  framework  there. 

Parched,   the  arid  plain  is  gazing 

On  the  sea,   like  Tantalus, 
As  a  mighty  silver  Crescent 

Flashes  great  Oceanus. 

Every  billow,   gray  and  salty, 

As  upon  the  beach  it  broke, 
As  if  greeting  with  its  crested 

Head,   it  nodded,   and  then  spoke : 
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%m  ©eftabe  raufd;'  id)  gerne, 
!?e(f e  gem  ben  ^arten  ©anb ; 
SBunte  33tu[d)eln,  93?eeve3fterne 
©c^Ieubre  geni  id)  an  baS  2anb. 

©erne  felj'  ic^  ^aib'  unb  ©tnfter 
SSuc^evn  nm  bie  ®unen  t)er. 
^ier  t>ergeff'  id),  irie  fo  finfter 
®raugen  ift  bag  l^olje  2J?eer, 

®a8  bie  falten  ©tUrme  peitfc^en, 
933o  ber  ^fJorntann  i^ifd^e  fangt, 
9!Bo  bag  (SiSmeer  mit  beg  beut[d)en 
9)?eerg  ©eioaffern  fic^  cennengt. 

^eine  2;onn'  unb  feine  53afe 
©d)»immt  unb  ftammt  bort  auf  bcr  ®ec 
Unb  attnac^tli^  fteigt  ber  ilrate 
Slug  ben  Xiefen  in  bie  ^o^'. 

(Sine  Snfet,  ftarr  Don  (Sd>u^pen, 
9?ubert  bort  bag  Ungetl)iim. 
SlengftUd^  ftii^ten  bie  ®d;aluppen, 
Unb  ber  ^^ifd^er  greift  jum  9iiem. 


„5le^nli(i^  einer  gro^en  fd^ttjarjen 
^Idc^e  Uegt  er,  fani^jfbereit, 
Unb  fein  dtudtn  ift  mit  Sar^en, 
23Bie  mit  §ugeln  ii6erftrent. 
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On  the  beach  I  love  to  murmur. 

Love  to  lick  the  firm  hard  sand, 
Coloured  shells  and  starfish  gladly 

Do  I  fling  upon  the  strand. 

Much  I  love  to  see  the  wild  gorse 

Straggling  grow  about  the  plain ; 
Here  do  I  forget  how  gloomy 

Is,   without,   the  boundless  main. 

Which  the  stormy  tempest  lashes, 

Where  the  Norsemen  fishing  go, 
Where  the  Arctic  and  the  German 

Oceans  both  together  flow. 

Neither  buoy  nor  blazing  beacon 

Watch  upon  the  sea  there  keep, 
And  the  kraken  rises  nightly 

From  his  caverns  in  the  deep. 

Stiff  with  scales,   a  rigid  island, 

See  him  steer  along  the  shore, 
Terrified  the  skiff's  seek  safety 

And  the  fisher  grasps  his  oar. 


"A  huge  plain  doth  he  resemble  — 
Combat-ready  lies  he  now, 

And  his  back  Avith  warts  is  covered 
As  with  hillocks  —  high  and  low. 
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9iu{)ig  fc^roimmt  er  —  bo(f>  ntc^t  lange ! 
3luf  bent  ^au^te  gritneS  SDloo^, 
3tf(i)enb  jucft  bie  9)?eere«fd)Iange, 
^ie  getoalt'ge,  auf  i^n  log. 

2Benn  fie  fclutenb  fic^  umflaftern, 
2Benn  bte  rotten  famine  hjetin, 
^ann  man  feinen  fabel^aftern 
InMirf  auf  bent  SDleere  fef)n. 

©infant,  fd^auerlid^  unb  finfier   • 
Oft  bag  feme,  ^olje  9[Reer! 
©erne  fe^'  ic^  §aib'  unb  ©infter 
2Buc^ern  urn  bie  !Diinen  l^er." 


"^u  mtbixmd. 


l)u  i^reunb  au8  ^inbertagen, 
jDu  fcrauner  i^oUant, 
£)ft  fitr  mid;  aufgefrf)Iagen 
S3ou  meiner  Sieben  §anb ; 
2)u,  beffen  SBilbevgaBen 
Wid)  ©d^auenben  ergoljten, 
®en  fpielcerge^nen  tnaBen 
^Jac^  ajiorgenlanb  toerfe^ten. 


KKOEKER. 
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"Calmly  floats  he  —  on  a  sudden, 
With  a  hissing  fierce  and  dread, 

Darts  on  him  the  great  sea-serpent  — 
Moss  is  growing  on  its  head. 

*'When  the  two  are  struggling,   when  their 
Gory  crests  do  wave,   I  ween, 

Ne'er  more  wondrous  and  more  fearful 
Sight  on  Ocean  yet  was  seen. 

"Lonely,   horrible  and  gloomy 

Is  the  distant  dreary  main ; 
Much  I  love  to  see  the  wild  gorse 

Straggling  grow  about  the  plain," 


THE  ILLUSTRATED  BIBLE. 

Translated  by  "S.  M." 


Ihou  old  and  time-worn  volume, 

Thou  friend  of  childhoods  age. 
How  frequently  dear  hands  for  me 

Have  turned  the  pictured  page ! 
How  oft,   his  sports  forgetting. 

The  gazing  boy  was  borne 
With  joyous  heart,   by  the  sweet  art. 

To  tread  the  land  of  morn. 
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S)u  fc^obft  fiir  mid)  tie  dlka,t\ 
3Son  ferner  3onc  ^^^forten, 
dm  fleinev,  veinev  ©piegel 
33on  bem,  t»a8  funfelt  borten! 
®tr  SDant!  buvd)  bid)  begvitgte 
aJZein  Slug'  eine  frembe  2Belt, 
®a^  ^a{m',  tamcel  unb  SBufte, 
Unb  ^irt  unb  ^irtenjelt. 

2)u  brad^teft  fie  mir  naijtx, 
T>k  SBeifeii  unb  bie  §elben,, 
3Bo»on  begcifterte  Se^er 
3;m  Sud)  ber  33ilc^er  melbcu : 
!I>ie  9Kdbd)en,  fd)on  unb  bvautUc^, 
<So  il)re  2Bovte  fd>ilbern, 
5*  fal)  fie  aUt  beutUd) 
■3n  beinen  feincn  58iltcvn. 

3)er  ^atriard)eu  ?eben, 
2)ie  Sinfatt  i^rer  ®ttte, 
2Bie  (Snget  fie  umfc^tDefeen 
Sluf  jebem  i^rer  Sd^vitte, 
^))x  3ict)n  unb  ^eevbentranfen, 
Xa§  i/ah'  i^  oft  gefetin, 
£onnt'  id)  niit  ftiUcm  !I)enten 
8or  beinen  33(attern  fte^n: 

SKir  ift,  alg  Idgft  bu  prangenb 
2)ovt  auf  bem  Stu^Ie  wieber; 
%U  beugt'  id)  mid)  toerlangenb 
3u  beinen  S3ilbern  nieber; 
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Thou  didst  fling  wide  the  portals 

Of  many  a  distant  zone  ; 
As  in  a  glass  I  saw  them  pass, 

Faces  and  forms  unknown ! 
For  a  new  world  I  thank   thee  !    — 

The  camel  wandering  free, 
The  desert  calm,   and  the  stately  palm. 

And  the  Bedouin's  tent,  I  see. 

And  thou  didst  bring  them  near  me. 

Hero,   and  saint,    and  sage, 
Whose  deeds  were  told  by  the  seers  of  old 

On  the  book  of  books'   dread  page: 
And  the  fair  and  bride-like  maidens 

Recorded  in  thy  lines   — 
Well  could  I  trace  each  form  of  grace 

Amid  thy  rich  designs. 

And  I  saw  the  hoary  patriarchs 

Of  old  and  simple  days, 
An  angel-band,   on   either  hand. 

Kept  watch  upon  their  ways  : 
I  saw  their  meek  herds  drinking 

By  fount  or  river-shore. 
When  piute  I  stood,    in  thoughtful   mood, 

Thine  open  page   before. 

Methinks  I  see  thee  lying 

Upon  thy  well-known  chair; 
Mine  eager  gaze  once  more  surveys 

The  scenes  unfolded  there;  • 
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51(8  ftanbe,  t»a§  t»or  Qaifxtn 
5D?ein  3tuge  ftaunenb  faf), 
•Qn  frtfd;en,  tDunfcerbaren, 
(Srneuten  §arben  ba; 

2ll«  fat)'  tc^  in  grotegfen, 
S^ernjovrcnen  ©eftalten, 
'3Iuf8  dlcnt  bie  9)Zore8fen, 
!Die  bunten,  manntgfalteu, 
!Dte  jebeg  Silb  umfa^ten, 
^alb  ^(umen,  bait)  ©e^tBetg, 
Unb  ju  bent  Silbc  patten, 
2ln  finnigcr  jDeutung  reic^! 

2113  trat'  id),  toic  »or  B^itcn, 
3ur  ajiutter  btttenb  t)in, 
3)a§  fie  mir  foUte  beuten 
Sebn^cben  33ilbe8  Sinn; 
31I«  lefjrte  ju  jebem  33ilbe 
<£ie  ©priic^e  mid)  nnb  Sieber; 
2118  fc^aute  fanft  unb  milbe 
S)er  33ater  auf  un8  nieber. 

£>  3eit,  bu  bift  »ergangen! 
(Sin  9)Jai)rd)en  fd^einft  bu  mir! 
2)er  33t(bevbibel  'iprangen, 
jDag  glaub'ge  2lug'  bafiir, 
jDie  tl^euren  (Sltein  beibe, 
!Der  ftiUjufriebne  Sinn, 
!J)er  tinbf)eit  ^uft  unb  gveube 
•  3llle8  ba^in,  ba^in! 
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As,   years  ago,  I  saw  them 

With  wonder  and  delight, 
Each  form  renews  its  faded  hues, 

Fresh,   beautiful,    and  bright. 

Again  I  see  them  twining 

In  ceaseless  shapes  of  change ; 
Bright  and  grotesque  each  arabesque. 

Mazy,   and  wild,   and.  strange : 
Each  fair  design   encircling 

In  varied  shape  and   dress, 
A  blossom  now,   and  then  a  bough, 

But  never  meaningless. 

As  in  old  times,   entreating, 

I  seek  my  mother's  knee, 
That  she  may  teach  the  name  of  each. 

And  what  their  meanings  be ; 
I  learn,   for  every  picture, 

A  text,   a  verse,   a  psalm ; 
With  tranquil  smile,   my  sire  the  while 

Watches,   well  pleased,   and  calm. 

Ye  seem  but  as  a  fable, 

O  days  that  are  gone  by ! 
That   Bible  old,   with  clasps  of  gold  — 

That  young,    believing  eye  — 
Those  loved  and  loving  parents  — 

That  childhood  blithe  and  gay  — 
That  calm  content,    so  innocent  — 

All,   all  are  past  away ! 


320  gcvbtnanb  greitigratf). 

^{mmouiitm. 


..^remtling,  la[^  beine  <Stute  grafen, 
D,  jie^'  nid^t  lueiter  biefe  9?ad)t ! 
!Die8  ift  bie  gviinftc  fcev  Dafen ; 
3:m  gelben  ©anbnieev  glair^t  t^r  9Jafen, 
®Ietd)tt)ie  inmitten  »on  Sopafen 
(Sin  griiner,  funfetnber  (Smavagb." 

@r  fprac^:  „@eni  \ciU  ic^  mtc^  entgilvtcn !' 
Unb  nat^m  beni  '']>fcvbe  bag  @e6i§. 
<5r  fc^tc  fid;  511  [eincn  2Btvtt)eu ; 
3)e8  2Bitftengeier8  5'Uigel  fd)tDirrten 
2In  i'^m  tooriiber  uad)  ben  (2t)rteit, 
3u  rut^n  in  bev  'i|>entapoti§. 

®ie  ?iebcv  unb  bie  S^mteln  flangen, 
jDie  SO^ap^e  lag  auf  feinen  £nien. 
jDie  9fc[fe  iitit  ben  blanfen  ©tangen, 
^ie  finftetn  9ieitcv  mtt  ben  (angen 
©eiDanben  unb  ben  bart'gen  2Bangen, 
jDie  ^chc  —  freinb  ergriff  es  ifjn. 

Wit  farb'gen  ©tiften  fd^uf  er  gliif)enb 

(Sin  33i(bnij3  biefer  aBiiftenraft. 

jDie  jDromcbare  lagen  fnieenb 

^m  nueU;  beg  Sirtl^eg  X^tex,  Blitt)enb 

Unb  ]d)(an!,  6a(b  na!)enb  unb  balb  flte(;enb, 

Unitanjten  fingenb  it)ren  ®aft : 
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AMMONIUM. 

Tran^ated  by  Richard  Garnett. 


Ivest,   stranger,   while  thy  courser  grazes ; 
O  travel  on  no  more  this  night ! 
Stay  by  the  greenest  of  oases, 
That  shines  annid  the  sandy  places 
As  when  a  topaz-wreath  enchases 
An  emerald's  pure,   refreshing  light !" 

^'Thanks  for  your  hospitable  proffer!" 
He  said  and  lighted  down  from  his 
Steed  on  the  grass,  and  sat  down  over 
Against  his  hosts,   while  past  did  hover 
The  vulture,   flying  to  recover 
His  eyrie  in  Pentapolis. 

A  sound  of  song  and  joyous  dances ; 

"Wide  on  his  knees  he  spreads  his  book  : 

The  tents,  the  fires,  the  steeds,  the  lances, 

The  swart  Arabian  countenances. 

The  beards,  the  shields  —  like  wild  romances 

These  things  his  ardent  fancy  took. 

He  sat  with  busy  pencil  stealing 

An  image  of  his  desert  rest ; 

By  the  clear  spring  were  camels  kneeling ; 

The  lissom  Arab  maids,   revealing 

Their  features  half,  and  half  concealing, 

Sang,   fleeting  round  their  Christian  guest :   — 

GoLDsciiMiDT  ,  German  Poetry.  21 
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„5remfc(tng,  lafe  teine  ®tutc  grafen! 
£),  jiet)  md)t  welter  tiefe  9Jad)t  I 
!l)leg  tft  fcte  griinftc  ter  Cafen, 
3^111  gelben  Sanbmeer  glanjt  i^r  ^afen, 
©letd^tDte  tnmitten  v»on  Sopafen 
(Sin  gviiner,  funfeln'oer  Smaragb !" 


JoiPt'iiritf. 


itJiifteufonig  ift  ber  ^ijtce ;  »iU  er  fein  ©ebtet  burc^fliegeu, 
SBantclt  er  nad^  ber  Sagune,  in  bent  I;o^en  ®d)ilf  ju  Uegen. 
2Bo  (^ajellen  nnb  ©iraffen  tvtu!en,  fauert  er  im  9ici)re; 
3itterub  iiber  bent  ©eiralt'gen  xan\d}t  ^ai  i*au6  fcer  S^= 
camore. 


2lbenb§,  tocnn  bie  l^ellen  i^euer  glii^n  int  §ottentottenhaale, 
2Benn  beg  ja^en  2;afelberge§  bunte,  n)ed^fe(nbe  ®tgna(e  - 
9tic^t  meljr  gtiinjen,  n^enn  ber  ii'affer  einfam  [d^weift  burd^ 

bie  karroo 
Senn  im  33ufc^  bie  Slntilo^e  fc^Iummert ,  unb  am  Strom 

'Da^  ®\m : 

<2iel^',  bann  fdjreitet  majeftatif^  buvd)  bie  SBiifte  bie  ©iraffe, 
jDa§  mit  ber  Sagune  triiben  i^fut^en  fie  bie  ^ei§e,  fdjkffe 
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"Rest,   stranger,   while  thy  courser  grazes  ; 

O  travel  on  no  more  this  night  i 

Stay  by  the  greenest  of  oases, 

That  shines  amid  the  sandy   places 

As  when  a  topaz-wreath  enchases 

An  emerald's  pure,   refreshing  light!" 


THE  LION'S  RIDE. 

Translated  by  Dr.  Alfred  Baskerville. 

r  rom  his  lair  the  desert  king  arose  through  his  domain 
to  fly. 
To  the  far  lagoon  he  wanders,  in  the  lofty  reeds  to  lie  ; 
Wheftre  gazelles  drink  and  giraffes,  he  lurks  upon  the 
rushy  shore ; 
Trembling  o'er  the  mighty  monarch,  waves  the  shady 
sycamore. 

When  at  eve  the  blazing  fire  crackles  in  the  Caffre's 
kraal, 
When  on  Table-Mount  no  more  the  signal  flutters 
in  the  gale. 
When  the  solitary  Hottentot  sweeps  o'er  the  wide  karroo. 
When  the  antelope  sleeps  'neath  the  bush,  and  by 
the  stream  the  gnu ; 

Lo  I  then  stalks  majestically  through  the  desert  the  giraffe, 
There  to  lave  the   stagnant  waters,  there  the  slimy 
draught  to  quaff; 

21* 
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3unge  fii^Ie ;  te%nt  eitt  fie  turc^  ter  SBiifte  itarfte  (Strecfon, 

.N?nteent)  fc^liirft  fie  langen  §alfe8  aug  bem  fd^IammgefiiUten 

53ecfen. 


ipic^lic^  regt  e3  fici^   im  9to'^re;   mit  ©cfcrM  auf  it)ren 

9kc!en 
®^5vingt  ber  Solce ;  »elc^  etit  9teitpfevt) !  fat)  man  reic^eve 

©djabracfen 
3n  ten  9)?arftattfammern  ctner  fcniglici^en  ^ofSurg  liegen, 
%i%  t)a8  fcunte  i^ett  be8  9?ennev« ,  ben  ber  Jtiiere  giivft  fee* 

ftiegen ! 


^n  tie  3)iu«fe(n  beS  ©entdeg  fc^tcigt  er  gierig  feine  ^^nc ; 
Urn  ten  58ug  beS  9tiefen)>ferbe«  iue^t  be8  9Jetter«  ge(6c 

'SRit  bent  bumpfen  Secret  be«  (2d)mer5e8  fprtngt  e6  auf  unb 

ftiel^t  ge^einigt ; 
(SieV,  hjieSd^neUe  be«^ameele6  e8  mit  ^avbcl^aut  tereinigt. 


3ieV,  bie  monbbeftra^Ite  glcid^e  fd;)lagt  eg  mit  ben  leic^ten 

gufeen ! 
©tart  Qu§  i^rer  $o^Iung  treten  feine  2lugen ;  riefelnb  flie^en 
5lnbem  fcraungeflecften  ^alfe  nieber  fc&warjen  SBIuteg  !5:vo^fen, 
Unb  bag  ^erj  be8  flu^t'gen  S^ieveg  l;ort  bie  ftiHe  2Biifte 

flopfen. 
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Parched  with  thirst,  he  skims  the  naked  plain  his  burning 
tongue  to  cool, 
Kneeling,  with  extended  neck,  he  drinks  from  out 
the  miry  pool. 

Suddenly  the  rushes  quiver;  onhis  back  with  fearful  roar, 
-    Springs  the  lion  ;  what  a  steed  !  were  richer  housings 

e'er  before 
Seen  in  knight's  or  prince's  stall,  or  on  the  champing 

war-steed's  sides 
Than  the  spotted  charger's  trappings,  which  the  desert 

king  bestrides? 

In  the  muscles  of  the  neck  he  digs  his  greedy  fangs 
amain, 
O'er  the  giant  courser's  shoulder  waves  the  rider's 
yellow  mane ; 
With  the  hollow  shriek  of  pain,  he  starts,  and,   mad 
with  fury,   flies  ; 
See  !  the  spotted  leopard's  skin,  how  with  the  camel's 
speed  it  vies ! 

Hark!   he  strikes  the  moon-illumined  plain  with  foot 
swift  as  the  roe's. 
Staring  from  their  sockets  start  his  bloodshot  eyes, 
and  trickling  flows 
O'er  the  brown  bespotted  neck  the  gory  torrent's  purple 
stain. 
And  the  victim's  beating  heart  resounds  along  the 
silent  plain. 
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@Ieid)  ber  2BoIfe,  teren  Seudnen  3[rael  im  Sanbe  ?)cmcn 
^u^rte,  line  ein  ©etft  ber  SBiifte,  tine  ein  fat)lev,  luft'ger 

®d;emen, 
©ne  fanbgefovmte  jlrombe  in  ber  SBiifte  [anb'gettt  9)?eer, 
2BtrbeIt  etne  getbe  <Saule  <Sanbe«  ^tnter  i'^nen  ^ev. 


Sifxcin  3"8e  folgt  ber  ©eter ;  fvad^jenb  fd)i»irvt  ev  burc^ 

bie  ^ufte ; 
■3l^ver  <S^)ur  folgt  bie  §J)aue,  bie  (Snti»ei^erin  bev  ©rufte; 
golgt  bev  ^ant^er,  ber  be^  (ia^Ianb^  §iirben  rciuberifc^ 

»evt)ecrte; 
S3(ut  unb  ®d^»ei|3  fcejetd^nen  i^reg  ^onigS  gvaufenfoUe 

^a'^rte. 


3agenb  auf  lefeenb'gem  !it(;roue  fe^n  fie  ben  ©efeietev  fi^en, 
Unb  mit  fdwifev  5l(aue  feineS  (Si^e§  bunte  'i)3D(fter  ri^en, 
9^aft(o§,  fci«  bie  iivaft  il;r  fd^ivinbet,  mu§  il;u  bie  ©ivaffe 

tvagen, 
@egen  einen  fo((^en  9^eiter  l;itft  fein  Saunien  unb  fein 

<Sd)lagen. 


^Jaumehtb  an  ber  SBiifte  (Saume  ftiiv^t  fie  l^in,  unb  ri>d)e(t 

leife. 
2:obt,  bebedt  mit  ©taufe  unb  Sc^aume,  tcirb  ba§  9fo§  bc5 

9ieiterg  ©peife. 
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Like  the  cloud  which  guided  Israel  to  Yemen's  promised 
land, 
Like  a  genius  of  the  waste,   a  phantom  riding  o"er 
the  strand, 
Whirling  on,  a  sandy  column,  like  a  vortex  in  the  skies, 
Through  the  desert's  sandy  sea,  behind  the  horse  and 
rider,    flies. 

Whirring  in  their  wake,    the  vulture  pierces  with  his 
shriek  the  gloom, 
And  the  fell  hyena  follows,  desecrator  of  the  tomb  ; 
And  the  panther,  dread  destroyer  of  the  Capeland's  herds^ 
gives  chace  ; 
Drops  of  sweat  and  gore  point  out  their  grisly  monarch's 
fearful  trace. 

Trembling  they  beheld  their  lord,   as    on  his  living 
throne   he  stood. 
Tearing  with  his  grisly  fangs  the  chequered  cushion, 
stained  with  blood. 
Onwards,  till  his  strength's  exhausted,  must  the  steed 
his  burden  bear, 
'Gainst  a  rider  such  as  this,   'twere  vain  indeed  to 
plunge  and  rear  I 

Stagg'ring,   on  the  desert's  brink  the  victim  falls  and 
gurgling  lies ; 
Dead,    besmeared    with  froth   and   gore,  the  steed 
becomes  the  rider's  prize. 
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iibev  aJJabagagfar ,    fern  tm  Cften,  fiel^t  man  grupc^t 

glan^en  — 
<2o  curc^f^Mengt  ber  J^iere  tonig  nad)tlid)  feine«  9tei(^e» 

©renjen. 


(Scftc^f  b(5  ^I'ilVnbcn. 


bitten  in  ber  Sufte  roax  e« ,  too  tcir  9iac^t«  am  39ot)en 

ru^ten ; 
iDJeine  Sebuinen  fd)Iicfen  bet  ben  abgejaumten  (Stuten. 
3n  ber  gerne  lag  bag  9)?onblid)t  auf  ber  9ii(getnrge  3foc^en ; 
9ting8   im    ^lugfanb    umgefommner    !Dromebare    tcei^e 

.^nocf^en ! 


©c^lafloS  (ag  i(^ ;  flatt  be«  ^fil^leS  biente  mir  mein  leid^ter 

<Battd, 
!Dem  id^  unterfc^ob  ben  33eutel  mtt  ber  biirren  gruc^t  ber 

!DatteI ; 
SKeinen  kaftan  au^gebrettet  ^att'  id;  iiber  33ruft  unb  ^^ii^e ; 
Sfieben  mir  mein  blower  <SabeI ,  mein  ©eweiir  unb  meine 

<2^)ie§e. 

Jiefe  (Stifle,  nur  jutueilen  fniftert  ba§  gefunfne  ^euer  ; 
^\xx  5Ut»ei(en  fnirfc^t  oerf^atet  ein  toom  ^orft  cerirrter  @eier ; 
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Over  Madagascar,   in  the  east,  the,  morning  glimmers 
grey,   — 
O'er  the  frontiers  of  his  realm  the  king  of  beasts 
pursues  his  way. 


THE  SPECTRE-CARAVAN. 

Translated  by  the  late  James  Clarence  Mangan. 

Iwas  at  midnight,  in  the  Desert,  where  we  rested  on 

the  ground ; 
There  my  Beddaweens  were  sleeping,  and  their  steeds 

were  stretched  around; 
In  the  fatness  lay  the  moonlight  on  the  Mountains  of 

the  Nile, 
And  the  camel-bones  that  strewed  the  sands  for  many 

an  arid  mile. 

With  my  saddle  for  a  pillow  did  I  prop  my  weary  head, 
And  my  kaftan-cloth  unfolded  o'er  my  limbs  was  lightly 

spread, 
While  beside  me  as  the  Kapitaun  and  watchman  of  my 

band, 
Lay  my  Bazra  sword  and  pistols  twain  a-shimmering 

on  the  sand. 

And  the  stillness  was  unbroken,  save  at  moments  by  a  cry 
From  some  stray  belated  vulture,  sailing  blackly  down 
the  sky. 
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'Diur  5Ut»eUen  ftampft  im  3d>Iafe  ctuStev  angebunbnen  9iof|e ; 
■Dtiir  juraetlen  fatjvt  etii  ^tetter  traument)  na(^  tern  2Burf* 
gefcf^cfie. 

2)a  auf  einmal  Bebt  bie  Srfee ;  auf  ten  DJionbfdiein  folgen 

triifecr 
'Dammrung   ©c^atten;    2BuftentI)iere    iagen    aufgcfd^vccft 

©c^naubent)  Baunten  fid)  fete  ^ferbe;  unfer  git^rer  gveift 

juv  gat)ne ; 
<2ie  entfmft  i{)m,  unb  ev  murmelt :  §err,  bte  ®eifter!ara- 


toane 


3fa,  fie  fonimt !  »or  beu  ilameelen  fd^roebcn  tie  gefpenft'fc^en 

S^reifeer, 
Uep^ig  in  ben  ^o^en  ©atteln  le^nen  fd^leievlofe  SBeifeer ; 
9^e6en  if)nen  ttanbetn  3)?abc^en,  .^riige  tragenb,  lute  &tekf1a 
(Sinft  am  Srunnen ;  9ieitcr  folgen  —  faufenb  fprengen  fie 

nad)  2We!fa. 


3Jte^r  noc^!  —  nimmtber  3ug  !ein  (Snbe?  —  immev  mc^r! 

t»er  fann  fie  jci^len  ? 
2Bef)',  auc^  bie  jerftreuten  ^noc^en  twerben  wtebev  ju  fa* 

nteelen, 
Unb  bev  fcvaune  <Sanb,  ber  toirbelnb  fid)  eriiebt  in  bunflen 

aWaffen, 
SBanbelt  fic^  jn  fcraunen  2)?annern,  bie  ber  ^Jljiere  ^ix^d  , 

faffen. 


* 
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Or  the  snortings  of  a  sleeping  steed  at  waters  fancy-seen, 
Or  the  hurried  warlike  mutterings  of  some  dreaming 
Beddaween . 

When,  behold  I  —  a  sudden  sandquake  —  and  atween 
the  earth  and  moon 

Rose  a  mighty  Host  of  Shadows,  as  from  out  some  dim 
lagoon : 

Then  our  coursers  gasped  with  terror,  and  a  thrill  shook 
eA^ery  man ! 

And  the  cry  was  :  ^^ Allah  Akbar !  —  'tis  the  Spectre- 
Caravan^" 

Ontheyfcame,  their  hueless  faces  toward  Mecca  evermore ; 
On  they  came,  long  files  of  camels,  and  of  womeiii  whom 

they   bore. 
Guides    and    merchants ,    youthful    maidens ,    bearing 

pitchers  in  their  hands, 
And  behind  them  troops  of  horsemen  following,  sumless 

as  the  sands  I 

More  and  more  !  the  phantom-pageant  overshadowed  all 
the  plains. 

Yea,  the  ghastly  camel-bones  arose,  and  grew  to  camel- 
trains  ; 

And  the  whirling  column-clouds  of  sand  to  forms  in 
dusky  garbs, 

Here,  afoot  as  Hadjee  pilgrims  —  there,  as  warriors 
on  their  barbs  ! 
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®enn  tieS  ift  tie  ^ai)t,  iro  Mt,  bie  bag  (Sanbmeer  fd^ott 

t>erf(^tungen, 
3)eren  fturnitertijetite  Slfc^e  ^eut'  oieHetc^t  an  unfevn  Bwngei^ 
tlebte,  beren  niurfee  ®d^abel  unfver  9?o[fe  §uf  jertveten, 
(St^  erl>eben  unb  fic^  fcfjaaren,  tnber  l^ett'gen ®tabt  5U  beten. 


^mrner  me^r !  —  noc^  finb  bie  Se^ten  nid^t  an  un§  eorfcei* 

gejogen, 
Unb  fcf^on  f ommen  borr  bie  (grften  fc^taffen  3aum8  juriicf' 

geflogen. 
33Dn  bem  gvnnen  ^Jorgebtrge  nad)  ber  S3abelmanbeb=(Sngc 
®auf' ten  fie,    ef)'  noc^  mein  9?eitpferb  lofen  !onnte  feine 

Strange. 


^altet  au§,  bie  9toffe  fd^Iagen !  jeber  SKann  5U  feinem  '^Pferbel 
^ittcxt  nic^t,  toie  toor  bem  i'oiwen  bie  »erirrte  2Bibberf)eerbe  1 
Sa^t  jte  immer  eu^  berii^ren  ntit  ben  njattenben  Salaren ! 
^ufct :  31 1 1  a  ^ !  —  nnb  t>oriiber  jie^n  fie  mit  ben  jDronte* 
baven. 


§arret,  Bt§  im  9)?orgenn)inbe  eure  SJuvbanfcbern  flattern ! 
2JiorgeniBinb  unb  9JcorgenriJtf)e  toerben  i^nen  ju  23eftattern. 
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Whence  we  knew  the  Night  was  come,  when  all  whom 

Death  had  sought  and  found, 
Long   ago    amid   the  sands    whereon   their  bones  yet 

bleach  around, 
Rise  by  legions  from  the  darkness  of  their  prisons  low 

and  lone, 
And  in  dim  procession  march  to  kiss  the  Kaaba's  Holy 

Stone. 

And  yet  more  and  more  for  ever  I    —  still  they  swept 

in  pomp  along, 
Till  I  asked  me.  Can  the  Desert  hold  so  vast  a  muster 

throng? 
Lo  !   the  Dead  are  here  in  myriads  !   the  whole  World 

of  Hades  waits, 
As  with  eager  wish  to  press  beyond  the  Babelmandeb 

Straits ! 

Then  I  spake:  "Our  steeds  are  frantic:  To  your  saddles, 

every  one ! 
Never  quail  before  these  Shadows !   You  are  children 

of  the  Sun! 
If  their  garments  rustle  past  you,  if  their  glances  reach 

you  here, 
Cry  Bismillah !  —  and  that  mighty  Name  shall  banish 

every  fear", 

"Courage,   comrades !   Even  now  the  moon  is  waning 

far  a-west, 
Soon  the  welcome  Dawn  will  mount  the  skies  in  gold 

and  crimson  vest, 
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SKit  fcem  Sage  toietev  ^fcfee  icevten  biefe  nad^t'gen  3ie^ev!  — 
(2e!^t,  eg  bammert  fc^cn  I    evimttl)\3cnti   gvii^t  i^n  meine^ 
3:t)iev8  ©eiuiet^er. 


3a  t  r  a  cj  c. 


iHein  5luge  muftert  itnvuf)»oE  fce«  §afen§  toim^Jelreict)  9?etoier, 
5)o(^  teineg  rici^tet  la^elnb  [idf  auf  meineg  ^ute§  ^efcerjier : 
„SBon  teinen  SSiiften  !^or'  icfe  ijern  in  etner  meerumraufci^ten 

Qadjt ; 
(Sin  33ilt)  au§  bent  ©ebiete  brum,  bag  biefen  (S(^mucf  ^eiv 

tocrgebrac^t!" 

2Bo^(an!  ic^  lege  meine  Stirn  in'g  §of)te  nteiner  red^ten 

§anb ! 
T)ie  Simmer  fdllt,  bie  Sc^Idfe  fUegt  —  fiel)'  ba,  ber  Oebe 

gUi{)'nber  <2anb ! 
jDie  8agerpld1?e  gril^cn  bid)  be§  33oI!§,  bent  id)  entf)>ro[jcn 

bin; 
3n  i^rer  braitb'gen  SBitttuentrac^t  tritt  tie  Sahara  »or  bid> 

^in. 

2Ber  traBte  burd^  bag  Sowenlanb?  bcn  tiaun  unb  §ufen 

^eugt  ber  f  ieg. 
Sontfcuftu'g^aratoanen^ug!  —  am  ^ori^onte  Mi^t  ber  @pie§! 
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And  in  thinnest  air  will  melt  away  those  phantom  shapes 

forlorn , 
When  again  upon  your  brows  you  feel  the  odour-winds 
.  of  Morn  !" 


MIRAGE. 

(From  Tait's  Edinburgh  Magazine,  April  1845.) 

All  o'er  the  harbour  gay  with  flags,  my  restless  eyes 

a- wandering  go  ; 
But  thine,  with  laughing  glances,  seek  the  plume  that 

droops  across  my  brow  ! 
'Fain  of  thy  deserts  would  I  hear ,    while  waves  are 

gurgling  round  the  boat ; 
Come,  paint  me  something  of  the  land  from  whence 

that  ostrich-tuft  was  brought." 

Thou  wilt?  I  shade  my  brow  awhile  beneath  the  hollow 

of  my  hand  : 
Let  fall  the  curtain  of  thine  eyes  :  Lo  !  there  the  desert's 

glowing  sand  : 
The  camping  places  of  the  tribe  that  gave  me  birth, 

thine  eye  discerns ; 
Bare  in  her  sun-scorched  widow's  weed  around  thee 

now  Zahara  burns. 

Who  travelled  through  the  Lion-land?  Of  hoofs  and 
claws  ye  see  the  prints  ; 

Tombuctoo's  caravan!  the  spear  far  on  the  horizon, 
yonder,   glints  ; 
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jDte  ^Banner  wetin ,  tm  ©taufce  jc^ttjimmt  beg  (Smtv«  ^mv= 

^juvn  (Sl)ren!Ieit), 
Unt)  beg  fameeleg  ^au^jt  entragt  fcem  ^nciul  mtt  evuftev 

(Stattltd?!eit. 

@ie  retten  im  gebrangten  2:ro^,  »o  fic^  ©ermengen  ©ant 

unt)  ^uft ; 
<Stef)'  t)a,   toerfd^lungen  ^at  fie  [c^on  ter  gernc  fd)»efc(= 

favfcner  3)uft ! 
^Clem  oerfolgen  o'^ne  2J?u^'  fannft  t?u  fcer  gtiid^t'gen  trette 

®^5ur : 
25}ag  fie  toerloren,  3)?qI  an  9Kat  burd)fd)tmmert  e§  tie 

tijraerftuv. 

^ag  erfte  —  toie  jum  SKeilenftein  ba  liegt'S :  etn  tobteg 

jDromebar  I 
'3luf  bent  ©eftiir^ten,  febevlog  bie  ^al\i,  fi^t  etn  ©eterpaav ; 
@ie  jte^n  bag  lang  entbe^rte  9)?at;l  bcm  pradjt'gen  Durban 

briibcn  t»or, 
jDen  in  beg  9titteg  wilber  ^aft  etn  junger  5traber  tevlor. 


Unb  nun:  ©(^abvarfenftoff  umfttegt  berSamartgfe  born'gen 

©trauc^ ; 
jDaneben,  ftaufctg  unb  geleert,  etn  pligefcorftnev  Saffcr* 

fc^taud?;  — 
^er  ift  eg,   ber  ben   flaffenbcn  iuat^nfinn'gen  93lidg  mit 

guJ3en  tvttt? 
^g  ift  bev  bunfeli)aar'gc  ©d^etf  beg  Sanbeg  5Bi(ebutgertb. 
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Wave  banners ;  purple  through  the  dust  streams  out 
the  Emir's  princely  dress  ; 

And  grave,  with  sober  statelihood,  the  camels'head  o'er- 
looks  the  press. 

In  serried  troop ,  virhere  sand  and  sky  together  melt, 

they  hurry  on  ; 
Already  in  the  sulphurous  mist ,    the  lurid    distance 

gulps  them  down  ; 
Yet,    by  the  riders'  track,  too  well  ye  trace  the  flying 

onward  host; 
Full  thickly  marked,   the  sand  is  strewn  with  many  a 

thing  their  speed  has  lost. 

The  first  —  a  dromedary,  dead  —  a  ghastly  milestone 

marks  their  course ; 
Perched  on  the  bulk,  with  naked  throats,  two  vultures 

revel,  shrieking  hoarse ; 
And  eager  for  the  meal  delayed,  yon  costly  turban  little 

heed, 
Lost  by  an  Arab  youth,  and  left  in  their  wild  journey's 

desperate  speed. 

Now  bits  of  rich  caparisons  the  thorny  tamarisk  bushes 
strew  ; 

And,  nearer,  drained,  and  white  with  dust,  a  water- 
skin  rent  through  and  through: 

Who's  he  that  kicks  the  gaping  thing,  and  furious  stares, 
with  quivering  lid? 

It  is  the  black-haired  Sheik ,  who  rules  the  land  of 
Biledulgerid. 

GoLDSCHMiDi ,  German  Poetry.  22 
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S)ie  9'iad)l^ut  fc^Ue^enb,    fiel  fein  9?o^;   ev  blieb  juviicf, 

er  xoaxt  »erf)3rengt. 
SSerled^jenb  l^at  fein  ^ieBUng^toetb  an   fetnen  ©uvtel  ftd^ 

gef)angt 
SKie  Uii^te  jiingft  tl^r  ^uge  noc^,  a(«  er  fie  »or  ficf^  Ijob  auf« 

^ferb ! 
9?un  fc^Ieift  er  burc!^  bie  SBiifte  fie,  tote  man  am  @urte 

f(!^leift  ein  ©c^ioert. 

2)er  ^ei^e  ®anb,  ben  9iac^tenS  nur  ber  jottige  <Sd|i»eif  beg 

SijiDcn  fc^tagt, 
Sr  toirb  toom  flutenben  ©etorf  ber  9iegnng8lofen  nnn  gefegt ! 
(Sr  fangt  fic^  in  ber  §aare  ®d)t»att,    er  fengt  ber  Sippe 

toiir^'gen  Z^an ; 
Wit  feinen  5liefeln  rSttjet  er  bie  ^niic^et  ber  erfd^opften  i^rau. 


Unb  aud^  ber  Smir  toantt;  ba6  5BIut  in  feinen  ^utfen 

quiUt  nnb  ioi)t, 
©ein  3(uge  firo^t,   unb  feiner  @tim  blau  fc^immernbe« 

©eaber  pod^t. 
2Kit  einem  le^ten  brennenben  ^ug  erwecEt  er  bie  ^ejjanerin, 
Unb  ^liJ^Iic^  bann  mit  toilbem  ^Inif  in'«  Untoirtl^feare  ftiirjt 

er  ^in. 

®ic  aber  fte^t  ftd^  tounbernb  urn.  —  §a,  i»a6  ift  bag?  — 
„®ufd)(afft,  @emat)I? 

!I)er  §immel ,  ber  t»on  Srje  fd^ien  —  fiel>'  ba  ,  er  fleibet 
fic^  in  ®ta^I ! 
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He  closed  the  rear ;   the  courser  fell,  and  cast  him  off 

and  fled  away  ; 
All  panting  to  his  girdle  hangs  his  favourite  wife,  in 

wild  deray ; 
How  flashed  her  eye,  as,  raised  to  selle,  at  dawn  she 

smiled  upon  her  lord! 
Now  through  the  waste  he  drags  her  on,   as  from  a 

baldric  trails  a  sword  ! 

The  sultry  sand  that  but  by  night  the  lion's  shaggy 
tail  beats  down 

The  hair  of  yonder  helpless  thing  now  sweeps ,  in 
tangled  tresses  strown ; 

It  gathers  in  her  flow  of  locks,  burns  up  her  sweet 
lips'  spicy  dew  ; 

Its  cruel  flints,  with  sanguine  streaks,  her  tender  drag- 
ging limbs  embrew. 

And  now  the  stronger  Emir  fails  !  with  boiling  blood 
his  pulses  strain  ; 

His  eye  is  gorged ,   and  on  his  brow ,  blue  glistening,   , 
beats  the  throbbing  vein ; 

With  one  devouring  kiss,  his  last,  he  wakes  the  droop- 
ing Moorish  child ; 

Then  flings  himself  with  furious  curse  down  on  the  red 
unsheltered  wild. 

But  she,  amazed,  looks  round  her  :  —  Ha !  what  sight? 

My  lord,  awake  !  behold, 
The  Heaven,  that  seemed  all  brazen,  how,  like  steel, 

it  glimmers,  clear  and  cold  ! 
22* 
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So  bliefe  ber  2Bufte  tobernt  @eI6?  —  too^tn  id)  fAviite, 

fctenbenb  Sid^t ! 
(Sg  ift  ein  (Sc^tmmern,  i»te  be8  9)feer8,  ba§  fid)  an  2l(gier8 
iifte  tn-id)t ! 


(S8  fcli^t  unb  fcranbet  toie  ein  Strom ;  e§  tedt  ^eriifcer  feuc^t 

unb  !iif)I ! 
(Sin  rief ger  <S^ieget  funfelt  es ;  irac^'  auf,  eg  ift  DtcIIeiAt 

ber  mi ! 
jDo(^  nein ,  toir  ^ogen  fubivartg  Ja ;  —  fo  ift  e8  too^t  bev 

Senegal  ? 
aSie,  obev  tear'  e«  gar  ba«  9)ieer  mit  feiner  Staffer  f^riit>'n* 

bem  ©djiDatt? 

@(eic^»iel !  '«  i^  aBaffer  ja !  2Bad)  auf !  2lm  Soben  fd)on 

(iegt  mein  @eh)anb. 
SBacb'  auf,  o  ^err,  unb  la§  un8  jief>n,  unb  lofc^en  unfvev 

Seibcr  Sranb ! 
(Sin  frifd^er  Srunf,  ein  ftarfenb  Sab,  unb  ung  burc^fiebet 

neue  ^raft ! 
1)te  3?efte  briiben,  I>od}gett)iirnit,  bef6lie§e  balb  bie  SSanber* 

fc^aft! 

Um  i^re  grauen  Zlfoxt  fltegt  fdiarta^ner  ^a^nen  tro^ig 

2Be^n: 
3Son  ^anjen  ftarrt  il^r  fdjart'ger  9ianb,  unb  ii)re  SOiitte  toon 

SWogfeen ; 
^uf  i^rer  9?^ebe  tummelt  fid)   t)oc^maft'ger  ©c^iffe  ftotje 

9ieit)', 
Unb  jene  ^ilger  fiillen  i^r  SBajar  unb  faratoanferat. 
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The  desert's  yellow  glare  is  lost  I  all  round  the  dazzling 
light  appears,  — 

It  is  a  glitter  like  the  sea's ,  that  with  its  breakers 
rocks  Algiers ! 

It  surges,  sparkles,  like  a  stream!  I  scent  its  moisture 

cool  from  hence ; 
A  wide-spread  mirror  yonder  gleams  !  awake !  it  is  the 

Nile,  perchance. 
Yet  no  !  we  travelled  south,   indeed:   —  then  surely 

'tis  the  Senegal,  — 
Or,  can  it  be  the  ocean  free,  whose  billows  yonder  rise 

and  fall  ? 

What  matter?  Still  'tis  water !  Wake !  My  cloak's  al- 
ready flung  away,  — 

Awake,  my  lord !  and  let  us  on,  —  this  deadly  scorch- 
ing to  allay ! 

A  cooling  draught,  a  freshening  bath,  with  life'  aaew 
will  nerve  our  limbs, 

To  reach  yon  fortress  towering  high,  that  distance 
now  with  rack  bedims. 

I  see  around  its   portals   gray  the   crimson    banners, 

waving,  set ; 
Its  battled  ramparts  rough  with  spears  ;  its  hold  with 

mosque  and  minaret ; 
All  in  its  roads,  with  lofty  masts,  slow  rocking,  many 

a  galley  lies ; 
Our    travellers    crowd    its   rich  bazaars,    and   fill   its 

caravanserais. 


342  gcrbinanb  gveitigratf). 

©eltebter ,  meine  ^m^t  ledijt !  )x)a6:)'  auf ,  fdjcn  im^t  tie 

jDammerung!"  — 
9iod^  einmat  f)ob  er  feinen  ^iid ;  bann  fagt'  er  bum^f : 

..bte  (Sptegelung  I 
@in  33tenbtDerf ,  arger  aU  ber  ©mum !  boSart'ger  ©etfter 

3eit»ertreife."  — 
(gr  fd^toieg  —  ba^  SReteor  t>erfc^n)anb  —  auf  feine  Seiche 

fan!  bag  2Bei6 ! 

—  3fm  iKtfen  »on  SSenebig  fo  t)on  feiner  ^etmatt)  f^rad)  ber 

!De«  gelbl^ertnS^ebe  ftromtc  fiife  in  !I)e«bemonen«  gierig  Dtjr. 
5luffu^r  fie,   al«  bag  gafjrjeug  nun  an'«  Ufer  ftie§  mit 

ja^em  ®to^  — 
6r  fit^rte  fd^weigenb  jum  "^alafi  ^ai  einj'ge  ^inb  33raban= 

tio'g. 


^cr  JicBe  ^aucr. 


®  liefc',  fo  lang  bu  liefcen  fannft! 
D  IW,  fo  lang  bu  liefcen  magft! 
3)ie  ©tunbe  fommt,  bie  Stunbe  fommt, 
2Bo  bu  an  ©rabern  fte^ft  unb  fiagft! 

Unb  forge,  ba^  bein  ^tx^c  glii^t 
Unb  Stebe  ^egt  unb  Siebe  trogt, 
©0  lang'  i^m  noc^  ein  anber  ^erj 
■3n  Siebe  toaxm  entgegenfc^lagt ! 


ANONYMOTTS.  343 

Beloved  !  I  am  faint  with  thirst !  wake  up  I  the  twilight 

nears.    Alas! 
He  raised  his  eye  once  more,  and  groaned,  —  It  is  the 

deserts  mocking  glass  ! 
A  cheat,   the  play  of  spiteful  fiends  ,   more  cruel  than 

the  Smoom.  —  All  hoarse, 
He   stopped  :    —  the  vision  fades !   she  sank ,   —  the 

dying  girl,  upon  his  corse ! 

—  Thus  of  his  native  land  the  Moor  in  Venice  haven 

oft  would  tell : 
On  Desdemona's  eager  ear,  the  Captain's  story  thrilling 

fell. 
She  started,  as  the  gondola  jarred  on   the  quay  with 

trembling  prow ; 
He,  silent,  to  her  palace  led  the  Heiress  of  Brabantio. 


LOVE'S  DURATION. 

(From   the   "Hermann,"   of  June    15th.    1868.) 


O  love,   as  long  as  love  thou  canst ! 
As  long  as  love's  pure  flame  will  burn  ! 
The  hour  will  come,  the  hour  will  come, 
When,  bent  o'er  graves,  thou'lt  weep  and  mourn. 

Thy  lieart  —   O  let  it  ever  feel 
Love's  sweetest  tendrils  round  it  twine, 
As  long  as  on  the  earth  one  heart 
Responsive  beats  with  love  to  thine ! 
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Unb  trer  btr  fetne  ^ruft  erfcfeUegt, 
D  t^u'  i^m,  ttiag  bu  fannft,  ^u  Ue6! 
Unb  ntad^'  t^m  jebe  ©tunbe  fio!^, 
Unb  mail'  i^m  fetne  ©tunbe  triib ! 

Unb  fiiite  beine  3wnge  ir>o^t, 
Sdb  ift  etn  bofe8  Sort  gefagt! 
£>  ®ott,  eg  tt^ar  ntd)t  bo§  gemeint,   — 
?)er  Slnbre  afcer  geljt  unb  Hagt. 

D  lieb',  fo  lang  bu  Ueljen  fannft! 
D  IteB' ,  f 0  (ang  bji  Uefeen  magft ! 
jDie  (Stunbe  fommt,  bie  ©tunbe  fommt, 
333o  bu  an  ©rabern  ftel^ft  unb  flagft! 

2)ann  ftiteft  bu  nieber  an  ber  ®ruft, 
Unb  fcttgft  bie  2tugen,  triib  unb  na^ 
—  ®ie  fel^n  ben  Slnbern  ntmmermefjr  - 
■9n'«  lange,  feuc^te  Ilirc^^ofSgrag. 

Unb  f^Jric^ft:  D  fc^au'  auf  mid)  l^erab, 
5)er  !^ier  an  betnem  @rafee  weint! 
33ergt6,  ba§  ic^  ge!ranft  bic^  l^afe'! 
O  @ott,  eg  »ar  nid)t  fcog  gemetnt! 

@r  alber  ftel^t  unb  f)i3rt  bic^  nic^t, 
^ommt  nic^t,  bag  bu  i^n  oft  umfangft, 
!Der  9J?unb,  ber  oft  btd^  fugte,  f^rtcf^t 
'?flk  toieber:  tc^  toergab  bir  tangft! 
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For  him,   who  opes  his  breast  to  thee, 
O  let  thy  heart  with  kindness  glow ! 
Turn  every  hour  of  his  to  joy  — 
Nor  for  a  moment  cloud  his  brow. 

Guard  still  thy  tongue;   a  thoughtless  word 
Oft  leaves  a  sting  —  a  bitter  smart  ; 
For,   though  perchance  no  harm  is  meant, 
Thy  friend  may  leave  with  wounded  heart, 

0  love,   as  long  as  love  thou  canst ! 

As  long  as  love's  pure  flame  will  burn  ! 
The  hour  will,  come,   the  hour  will  come , 
When,  bent  o'er  graves,  thou'lt  weep  and  mourn. 

With  downcast  eyes,  bedimm'd  with  tears  — 
Thy  friend  they  ne'er  will  look  upon  — 
Thou'lt  kneel  upon  the  grassy  mound 
Beside  the  cold,  cold  lifeless  stone, 

And  cry  :   on  him  who  prostrate  lies 
Look  loving  down  from  realms  above ! 
Forgive,   if  e'er  I  gave  thee  pain ! 

1  did  not  mean  to  slight  thy  love. 

He  cannot  see  thee — cannot  hear  — 
To  meet  thy  fond  embrace  comes  not  — 
The  lips,   so  often  pressed  to  thine. 
Will  never  say:   'tis  long  forgot. 
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(Sr  t^t'g,  uvQob  bir  langc  fd)on, 

Urn  bic^  unb  um  betn  fierbeg  2Bort  — 
SDod)  fttd  —  ev  ru^t,  er  ifi  am  3iel! 

£)  lieb',  fo  (ang  bu  liefcen  fannft! 
D  liefc',  fo  lang  bu  lieben  magft! 
SDie  ©tunfee  fommt,  bie  ©tunbe  fommt, 
SBo  bu  an  ©rafeern  fte^ft  unb  flagft! 


—  1866.  — 


i8et  2Betterfc^ein  unb  9Cegengu§, 

Unb  in  ber  Sonne  ©tra^len, 

Sie  tt)uft  bu  freubig,  ©c^u^  auf  ®d?u§ 

3)u  ®aat  im  Sanb  SBeftfa^len ! 

jDu  §eUtt)eg§roggen  fc^lanf  unb  fc^njanf, 

^orn  fieben  ^u^  unb  bruber  lang, 

aSie  l^errlic^  fte^ft  unb  retfft  bu! 

„-3c^  reif  unb  hjac^fe  mtt  ©en^alt; 
(S8  trieft  ba«  3fat)t  oon  @egen; 
S^oKauf  5U  fatt'gen  3ung  unb  2llt 
9^eif'  i(i^  an  alien  SBegen. 
3)oc^  tt>ei^t  bu  ni(^t,  o  SBanber^mann, 
jDa§  ^euer  mic^  nid)t  ernten  fann, 
SSer  frozen  9Kut^§  mtc^  fa'te? 
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He  did  forgive  thee  —  years  ha^'e  passed  — 
Yet  many  a  sigh  burst  from  his  breast 
O'er  thee  and  o'er  thy  thoughtless  word   — 
But  hush  !   he  sleeps,   he  is  at  rest ! 

O  love,   as  long  as  love  thou  canst ! 
As  long  as  love's  pure  flame  will  burn ! 
The  hour  will  come  —  the  hour  will  come. 
When,  bent  o'er  graves,  thou'lt  weep  and  mourn ! 


WESTPHALIAN  SUMMER  SONG. 

—   1866.  — 

Translated  by  Mrs.  E.  Kroeker,    nee  Freiligrath. 

in  lightning  and  in  summer's  rain, 

In  noon-sun  hot  and  glowing, 
Full  gaily,    O  Westphalia's  grain 

Art  shooting  up  and  growing ! 
Old  Hellweg's  rye,    so  lithe  and  strong, 
Seven  feet  and  more  thy  stems  are  long, 

How  gloriously  dost  ripen ! 

"I  grow  and  ripen  fast  and  strong. 
The  year  with  gifts  is  mellow, 

To  satisfy  both  old  and  young 
I  ripen  rich  and  yellow. 

But  dost  thou  not,   O  wanderer !   know 

That  he  who  joyfully  did  sow 
Can  never  cut  and  reap  me? 
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„^inau«  burc^  meiner  5le^ren  9?aud), 

^inauS.in  9teif)'n  unb  9iotten, 

®te  gauft  gebaflt,  tie  X^x'cin'  im  2lug', 

3og  er  con  ^ani^)  un8  Gotten ; 

!Die  2;rommeI  rief  i^n  unb  ta§  ^orn : 

(Sr  fott  be8  tieutfijen  S3ruber«  ^orn 

■Qm  Svuberfvieg  jerftam^^fen. 

„2Ber  ^olt  benn  nun  jum  (Smtetanj 
2)te  fd>mu(fen  ®trnen  fjeuer? 
*  D  »e^ !  tuer  fc^trttngt  ben  ©i-ntefranj, 

2Ber  ^ffan^t  it)n  auf  bte  (Sc^euer? 
Sg  ift  ein  Sd^nttter,  ber  ^ei^t  5:ob, 
'     ®er  ma^t  bie§  3fa^r  niit  ^raut  unb  l^ot^ 
3t(i^  ttjeife,  UJer  il^n  gebungen! 

„(S8  fingt  ein  35ogtein  auf  ber  §aar: 

3lm  (Slbftrom  unb  am  SOiaine, 

5Da  liegt,  ber  ^ier  ein  'SPftitger  )x>ax, 

Srf(^lagen  auf  bem  9?aine; 

@r  tear  ber  ©einen  ©tolj  unb  2uft, 

©n  33ruber  f^o§  i^n  burc^  bie  33rufi!  - 

3c^  raufd^e  Iei8  im  SSinbe!" 


MRS.    E.     KROEKER.  349 

'''Forth  through  my  swaying  ears  he  went, 

In  rank  and  order  starting, 
With  clenched  fist  and  head  low  bent 

From  house  and  home  departing ; 
Loud  summoned  by  the  drum  and  horn 
He  goes  to  crush  his  brother's  corn 

In  brother-war  unhallowed. 

"Who,   then,   for  this  year's  harvest-home 

Will  fetch  the  girls  to  foot  it? 
Alas  !   who'll  wave  the  harvest- wreath  ? 

Upon  the  barn  who'll  put  it? 
The  reaper's  name  is  Death,   I  wot. 
He  mows  this  year  with  grape  and  shot; 

Well  know  I  who  has  hired  him. 

""A  little  bird  sings  on  the  Haar :  \ 

Where  Elbe  and  Maine  are  hieing, 

There  he  who  was  a  ploughboy  here 
All  stiff  and  stark  is  lying. 

His  homestead's  pride,   forth  did  he  go  ; 

A  brother's  bullet  laid  him  low !  — 
I  rustle  to  the  breezes." 


MISCELLANEOUS  AUTHORS. 


IJcrmtfi^tcs. 


3Cenncf)en  DOtt  S^amu. 

Simon  I)a(^. 


iXenn(f)en  toon  2;^avau  ift'3,  bte  nttr  gefaUt, 
@ie  tft  mein  Sebeii,  mctn  @ut  unb  metn  @elt). 

lennd^en  con  2;i)arau  ^t  h)ieber  i^r  ^cr^ 
^uf  mid>  geri^tet  in  8ieb'  unb  in  ©d^mevj. 

;  Slennd^en  toon  2^arau,  mein  9teid)t!)um,  mein  ®ut, 
jpu  meine  (Seek,  mein  i^^eifd^  unb  mein  33Iut! 

tam'  alle«  SSetter  gleid^  auf  nnS  ju  f(!^Iaf)n, 
2Bir  finb  gefinnt,  feei  einanber  ju  fta^n. 

^ran!i)eit,  35erfoIgnng,  33etriibni^  unb  '^ein 
<SoU  unfrer  Siebe  SSerfnotigung  fein. 

9^ec^t  al8  ein  '5}3almt)aum  f)oc^  iiber  fic^  fteigt, 
■3e  mef)r  i^n  §agel  unb  9tegen  anfic^t; 

©0  itoirb  bie  Sieb'  in  un§  mac^tig  unb  gro§, 
^urc^  ^reuj,  burd)  Seiben,  burd)  aUerIci  9^ot^. 


ANNIE  OF  THARAW. 

Translated  by  Henry  W.    Longfellow. 

Annie  of  Tharaw,  my  true  love  of  old, 
She  is  my  life,  and  my  goods,  and  my  gold. 

Annie  of  Tharaw,  her  heart  once  again 
To  me  has  surrendered  in  joy  and  in  pain. 

Annie  of  Tharaw,  my  riches,  my  good, 
Thou,  O  my  soul,  my'flesh  and  my  blood! 

Then  come  the  wild  weather,  come  sleet  or  come  snow, 
We  will  stand  by  each  other,  however  it  blow. 

Oppression,  and  sickness,  and  sorrow,  and  pain 
Shall  be  to  our  true  love  as  links  to  the  chain. 

As  the  palm-tree  standeth  so  straight  and  so  tall. 
The  more  the  hail  beats,  and  the  more  the  rains  fall, — 

So  love  in  our  hearts  shall  grow  mighty  and  strong, 
Through  crosses,  through  sorrows,  through  manifold 
wrong. 
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354  at-  2B.  »on  @d)kgel. 

SBiirbeji  fcu  gleid^  einmal  con  mir  getrennt, 
Sebteft  ba,  »o  man  t>ie  ®onne  faum  fennt : 

Qdcf  mU  t)ir  folgen  burc^  SSalber  unb  9)ieet, 
3)ur(^  (Sl«,  burd^  (Stfen,  burc^  fetnbtic^eg  ^eer. 

2lennc^en  oon  2:^arau,  mcine  Suft,  nietne  (Sonn' 
^Jiein  Seben  fd^lte^'  ic^  iim  beines  ^eruni. 


3t  r  t  0  n. 
31.  28.  Bon  Sc^legcl 

gcborcn  1767  ;   gcjlcrbcn  1845. 


^rion  »ar  bev  2cne  9)?eifter, 
2)te  Sitter  lefet'  in  feiner  $anb! 
1)annt  ergo<|t'  er  alle  ©etfter, 
Unb  gem  empfing  i^n  jebeg  Sanb. 
(Sr  jd^tffte  golbfcetaben 
3;etjt  toon  Sarent^  ©eftaben, 
3um  fd^bnen  §ella8  l^eimgeioanbt. 

3um  ^reunbe  jiefit  if)n  fetn  33ertangen, 
3;^n  Uebt  ber  §errfc^er  »on  torint^. 
(g^'  in  bie  t^remb'  er  au«gegangen, 
33at  er  if)n,  bruberlic^  gefinnt: 

Sa^  btr'S  in  meinen  §aEen 

■Doc^  ru^ig  tDot)IgefaUen, 
53iel  fann  cevUeren,  toer  gewinnt. 
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Should'st  thou  be  torn  from  me  to  wander  alone 

In  a  desolate  land  where  the  sun  is  scarce  known,  — 

Through  forests  I'll  follow,  and  where  the  sea  flows. 
Through  ice,  and  through  iron,  through  armies  of  foes. 

Annie  of  Tharaw,  my  light  and  mj'  sun, 

The  threads  of  our  two  lives  are  woven  in  one. 


ARION. 

Translated  by  D.  F.  Mac  car  thy. 


I 


A  master  of  melodious  sound 
Arion  was,   and  in  his  hand 
The  cithern  lived :  joy  scattering  round 
Him  warmly  welcomed  every  land. 
A  thousand  golden  gifts  he  bore, 
And  now  from  fair  Tarentum's  shore 
Hies  home  to  Hellas'  lovelier  strand.    . 

Friends  charmed  him  back,   for  he  was  loved 

By  Corinth's  prince,   its  noblest  son, 
Who,  ere  to  stranger  lands  he  roved. 

Had  done  what  brother  might  have  done. 
Had  said,   "within  my  royal  halls 
Here  take  thy  rest,   whate'er  befalls, 
He  much  may  lose,   who  much  hath  won." 
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356  '^-  2B.  »oit  ©ci^kgel. 

'Virion  ipxaif.   „(Stn  n)ant)ernti  Men 
©efattt  t)cr  freien  S)iAterbi-uft. 
3)ie  ^nft,  tie  ntir  etn  ®ott  gegcben, 
(2te  fet  auci^  flelev  Saufent)  ?uft. 
3ln  wot)(evh3orfenen  @aben 
2Bie  lueit'  ictj  eiiift  mid)  tabeu, 
il)e§  toeiten  9?u^nte8  fvo^  fceivuRt!" 

(Sr  ftel)t  im  ©c^tff  am  jtoeiten  SOJevgen, 
jDie  Siifte  tDet)en  Unb  uttb  twavm, 
„SD  ^erianter,  ettte  Sovgen  I 
33ergi^  fie  nun  in  meinem  2trm! 
2Bir  tDotten  mtt  ©efc^enfen 
jDie  ©ctter  rcic^  bebenfen, 
Untj  jubeln  in  Der  @afte  ©d^tcarm." 

(58  bletSen  2Bint)  unb  ®ee  genjcgen, 
5lu(i>  nid)t  ein  ferne6  SiJlfc^en  gvaut, 
@v  t)at  nid)t  aUjutiel  ten  2Bcgeu, 
Xen  3)?en)d)en  att^utoiel  loertraut. 
©r  ^ijrt  fete  ©d^iffer  fUiftern, 
g^ac^  feinen  Sc^ii^en  (iiftern ; 
®od^  fcalt)  umringen  fie  itjn  taut. 

..■Du  tarfft,  2lrion,  nic^t  metjr  leBen: 
iBege^vft  bu  auf  bem  Sanfc  ein  &xah, 
2)0  mu^t  bu  ftier  ben  Zc!t>  bir  gefcen, 
Gonft  tcirf  bid)  in  bag  9)ieer  ^inaB."  - 

®o  iDoUt  i^r  mid)  »cvbevben? 

3^r  mogt  mein  @olb  emerfcen, 
^dl  faufe  gevn  mein  33tut  end)  ab.   — 
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Arion  spoke :   "A  wandering  fate 

Best  suits  the  poet's  free-born  breast, 
The  art,   a  god  hath  delegate 

To  me,   may  make  even  myriads  blest. 
Oh  !   how  shall  I  enjoy  one  day 
The  well-won  gifts :   for  then  I  may, 
Of  glory  and  the  crown  possest." 

He  stands  on  deck  the  second  morn. 

The  air  blows  round  him  soft  and  warm ; 
"O  Periander !   cares  vain-born 
Of  fear  forget  within  my  arm. 

We  to  the  gods  with   offerings  rare 
Will  show  our  gratitude,   and  share 
Our  joy  with  guests  in  countless  swarm," 

The  wind  and  wave  fraternal  touch 

Each   other,   even  the  clouds  look  gay  ; 
The  waves  he  trusteth  not  too  much, 
'Tis  men  he  trusts  too  much  to-day. 

He  hears  the  seamen,  whispering  low  — 
With  greedy  eyes  that  gloat  and  glow, 
They  round  him  come,   and  loudly  say; 

"No  longer  hast  thou  got  to  live, 

Arion :    if  an  earthly  grave 
Thou  car'st  for,   here  thy  death-blow  give, 
Else  plunge  thee  headlong  in  the  wave." 
"And  will  ye  thus  my  life  destroy? 
My  gold  ye  freely  may  enjoy. 
My  blood  I'll  buy  with  all  I  have". 


358  ^-  3B.  toon  ®d6teget. 

„9^etn,  ttetn,  t»tr  laffen  fcid)  nirf)t  luautievn, 
!Du  toarft  ein  ju  gefat^rli*  §au^t. 
2Bo  fcttefcen  toix  »or  '^^ertanbern, 
S3eiTiet^ft  bu,  ba^  wir  bid)  beraufct' 

Un«  !ann  bein'®olb  nidU  fronimen, 
2Bemi  wieber  ^einijufommen 
Un§  nimmevmet^r  bte  ^^uvc^t  evlaubt."  — 

„@etDa^rt  mtv  bann  nod^  eine  ^ttte, 
@Ut,  mic^  5U  retten,  fetn  33ertrag, 
jDa§  id)  nad)  Sit^erf^ieler=®itte, 
2Bie  \i}  gelefeet,  fterben  mag. 

SBann  ic^  mein  !^ieb  gefungen, 
S)ie  ®aiten  au«geflungen, 
©ann  fa^re  I)in  beg  i*eben8  Sag." 

jDte  58ttte  fann  fie  nid^t  Befc^amen, 
(3ie  benfen  nur  an  ben  @en)inn, 
jDod^  fotd)en  Sanger  ^u  toenietjmen, 
®a«  reijet  i^ren  wilben  ®tnn. 

„Unb  iDoUt  i,t)r  rufjig  (au[d)en, 

Sa^t  mid)  bie  tieiber  taufd)en : 

3m  ©c^mud  nur  rei^t  5lpofl  mid^  l^in."  — 

35er  3tUng(ing  tiitttt  bie  fd)i5nen  ©Ueber 

3n  ®olb  unb  ^ur^ur  n^unberbar. 

33i«  auf  bie  ©o^len  »aUt  I)ernieber 

(Sin  Ieid)ter,  faltiger  Salar; 

®te  3lrme  jieren  ®^5angen, 

Um  §at8  unb  Gtirn  unb  2Bangen 

gUegt  buftenb  ba8  befranjte  ^aar. 
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"No,   no,   we  cannot  let  thee  wander, 

Thou  hast  too   dangerous  a  soul : 
How  would  we  fare  with  Periander, 

If  thou  couldst  say,   my  gold  they  stole? 
The  pleasure  of  our  promised  joy 
The  fear  of  that  would  all  destroy. 
When  anchored  we  had  reached  the  goal." 

Then  grant  to  me  one  boon,  I  pray. 
Since  I  cannot  my  ransom  buy ; 
'Tis  this,   that  as  I've  lived,   I  may 
A  simple  cithern-player  die : 

When  I  my  farewell-song  have  sung, 
And   left  the  silent  chords  unstrung. 
Then  life,   and  light,   and  love,   good-bye". 

Through  shame  they  grant  so  slight  a  thing, 

Sure  of  the  gain  of  their  offence  ; 
To  hear  so  sweet  a  singer  sing 

Seems  even  to  charm  their  savage  sense. 
"And  would  you  hear  my  song  with   ease. 
Oh  !    let  me  change  such  clothes  as  these, 
For  robed  the  god  would  snatch  me  hence." 

The  youth  his  limbs  of  loveliest  mould 

Enwraps  in  gold  and  purple  fair. 
Even  to  his  feet  falls  fold  on  fold 
A  robe  as  light  as  summer  air ; 

His  arms  rich  golden  bracelets  deck. 
And  round  his  brow,  and  cheeks,   and  neck 
In  fragrance  floats  the  leaf-crowned  hair. 


360  5t.  SB.  tcxi  ©c^Icgel. 

'^k  Gitfjer  ru^t  in  feiner  Sinfen, 
3)ie  9^ed^te  f)a(t  t)a§  (gifenfcem; 
Sr  fd)eint  erqutcft  tie  $?uft  ju  tvinfen, 
Sr  ftral^lt  int  SWovgenfonnenfc^ein. 

(S«  [taunt  ber  (Sd^tffer  33ant)e; 

(Sr  fc^reitet  corn  ^utn  ^ante, 
Unb  fie^t  in'«  fclaue  50Jeer  ^inetn. 

(Sr  fang :  „@efa^rttn  metner  ©timme ! 
^omm,  folge  mir  in'§  (2(f>attenrei«!^ ! 
Db  au^  ber  §i3KlenI)unt)  ergrimme, 
1)ie  2J?ad)t  ber  Sone  5df)mt  it)n  gleid). 

(Slt)[ium§  ^eroen, 

2)em  bunteln  ©troni  entflot)en, 
d^r  friebltdjen,  fc^on  gru^'  td>  end)! 

2)oc^  fSnnt  i^r  mtd^  be8  ©varng  entbinben? 

Q6:f  (afje  meinen  ^^reunb  ^uriid, 

I)u  gingft  (gurt)bicen  5U  finben; 

Xcx  vt)abe§  barg  bein  fu§e§  ©liid. 
2)a  t»ie  etn  Sraum  ^erronnen 
2Ba«  bit  betn  Sieb  geiconnen, 

^erfluc^teft  bu  ber  ©onne  S3  lief. 

^6)  mu§  I>inab,  i6^  toiU  nid^t  jagen! 
2)ie  ©otter  fc^auen  au«  ber  ^0^'. 
'Die  i^r  mic^  t»et|rto§  ^abt  erfc^lagen, 
(Srblaffet,  tcenn  id^  unterge^'! 

Den'  ®aft,  ju  euc^  gebettet, 

3^r  9iereiben,  rettet!" 
<2o  f^rang  er  in  bie  tiefe  See. 
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His  left  hand  doth  the  cithern  bear, 

His  right  the  plectrum's  ivory  key  ; 
He  seems  revived  to  drink  the  air, 
In  morning's  sunshine  fair  to  see. 
The  sailor-band  Avith  wonder  stare, 
He  to  the  stern  strides  on,   and  there 
Looks  down  upon  the  dark  blue  sea. 

He  sang,   "Companion  of  my  voice, 

Down  to  the  shade-world  follow  me, 
For  even  the  hell-hound  hath  no  choice 
But  charmed  by  music's  power  must  be  ; 
Elysium's  heroes,    who  have  fled 
Enfranchised  o'er  the  field  of  dread. 
Ye  calm,   already  greet  I  ye, 

"But  can  ye  not  this  coil  unbind? 

I  leave  my  friend  and  plunge  in  night. 
Thou  wentst  Eurydice  to  find, 

For  Hades  held  thy  soul's  delight, 

There  as  a  dream  whose  course  is  run 
Was  lost  the  prize  thy  song  had  won. 
How  cursed  thou  then  the  sunshine's  light !"  ♦ 

"Down  must  I  go,  I'll  tremble  not, 

The  gods  are  looking  from  on  high, 
Me  here  defenceless  ye  have  caught, 
But  ye  will  pale  to  see  me  die. 
O  Nereids  of  the  dark  blue  sea, 
Protect  the  guest  who  trusteth  ye  !" 
Then  sprang  he  mid  the  deep  sea  nigh. 


362  21.  as.  »on  ©c^Ieget. 

3t>n  terfen  alfobalt  tie  ^Bogen; 
■Die  fic^evn  Sd^iffer  fegetn  fort. 

2118  Icdte  fie  etn  3^"^t^^"^^ovt : 
Sf>'  t^^lut^eu  i^it  erfttcfen, 
33eut  ctner  i^m  ten  9iu(fen 

Unb  tvagt  ttyn  forgfam  I)tn  5um  foxt. 

®e«  SOJeevg  toeriDorrencS  ©eBtaufe 
2BaTt  ftummen  i^ifd^en  nur  cevlie^n ; 
!Doc^  lorft  3)?ui'i!  au§  falj'gem  §aufe 
3u  frozen  3^)vungcn  ten  jDc(^)i)in. 
(Ste  fonnt'  it)n  eft  teftricfen, 
SDZit  fel)nfud)t«i^eaen  SBOcfen 
2)em  falfc^en  ^ager  nad^^u^teljn . 

®o  tragt  ten  Sanger  mit  (Sntjiirfen 
!l)a8  menf(i>en(iefeent  finn'ge  S^ter. 
(Sr  fc^irett  auf  tent  geiwolbten  itKiicfen, 
^ait  im  !Jriumv^  ter  ?eter  ^kx; 
Unt  fleine  2Be(Ien  fprtngen 
2Bte  nad)  ter  Saiten  .Hlingen 
9?ing§  in  tern  fclauUd^en  9fetoier. 

2Bo  ter  Del^^in  fid)  fetn  entlaten, 
jDer  i^n  gerettet  ufertt)art§, 
jDa  Wirt  tereinft  in  ^^elSgeftaten 
!Da8  SBunter  aufgeftetlt  in  Srj. 

3!e^t,  ta  fi6  jeter^trennte 

3u  feinem  Slemente, 
©rupt  i^n  2lrion§  »oUe§  ^er^.- 
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The   waves  closed  o'er  him  blue  and  black, 

The  crew  breathed  free,  the  wind  blew  fair. 
But  dolphins  followed  in  his  track 
As  if  a  spell  had  fixed  them  there, 

And  ere  the  flood  had  gulped  him  down 
One  bore  him  on  his  broad  back  brown 
Safe  towards  the  port  with  tender  care. 

The  roaring  sea,   the  rushing  wave, 
Are  given  to  silent  fish  for  aye; 
Still  music  from  his  salt  sea  cave 
Can  lure  the  dolphin  up  to  play  — 
Can  lure  him  oft  with  longing  eyes 
To  follow  where  the  false  ship  flies. 
Swift-speeding  on  its  homeward  way. 

And  so  the  gentle  brute  and  wise. 

The  singer  bears  in  joyful  trance, 
Upon  his  A-aulted  back  he  lies, 
The  cithern  proudly  in  advance, 

And  little  waves  in  widening  rings 
Arise  beneath  the  twinkling  strings, 
Outspreading  o'er  the  blue  expanse. 

The  dolphin  the  dear  weight  it  bore 
Safe  landed  from  the  rocks  apart, 
'Twas  where,   years  after,  on  that  shore 
In  bronze  this  tale  was  told  by  Art. 
And  as  they  each  ^sunder  went 
Back  to  their  separate  element, 
Thus  spoke  Arions  grateful  heart : 


364  31.  2S.  »cn  Sc^Iegel. 

„?e6'  ito^I  unt?  fcnnt'  t(^  btd^  Bdo^nen, 
3)u  tveuev,  freunfcltcf^er  3)e(^I)tn ! 
!Du  fannft  nur  f)ter,  ic^  bort  nitr  tvc^nen 
©emeinfc^aft  ift  iui6  titcftt  terlic^. 
^id)  trivt)  auf  fcud^ten  (S^negeln 

!3)u  tt>irft  fie  ftol^  unt  fjejitg  3ie£>n." 

virion  eilt  nun  leic^t  »on  f)innen, 
2Bie  einft  ev  in  tie  ^rembe  fuljr; 
3c^Dn  vjlan^en  if)m  ,^ortnt^§  3i""^n, 
(Sv  »ant>e(t  finnenfe  turc^  tie  g(ur. 
5[Kit  ?ieb'  unt  Suft  gefeoren, 
3Sergi^t  er,  n^aS  cerloren, 
iBleibt  i^m  ter  ^^veunt,  tie  (5itt>er  nuv. 

Sr  tvitt  tjinein :  „5Som  SBanterlefeen 
9^un  vu^'  i(^,  greunt,  an  teiner  33ruft. 
®ie  v^unft,  tie  mir  ein  @ott  gegeben, 
Sie  TOurte  tieler  Saufent  Suft. 
3»ar  falfc^e  9iauber  t)a6en 
2)ie  tto^lerttjorbnen  @aben ; 
1)Dc^  bin  ic^  mir  te§  9tu^m§  6en)u§t." 

1)ann  f^ric^t  er  toon  ten  3Bunbertingen, 
jCa^  -Pertanter  ftaunent  ^ovdit: 
..©oU  ^fenen  fo((^  ein  ^aufc  gelingen'^ 
.  3;c^  i)att'  umfonft  tie  SJtad^t  geborgt. 
IDie  Sfjater  ju  entteden, 
SJJu^t  tu  tid^  f)ier  nerfteden, 
@o  naf)n  fie  fic^  tt>o^  unbeforgt."  — 
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"Thee  can  I  not  reward  I   Farewell, 

Farewell,   thou  dolphin  true  and  kind, 
Thou  here,  I  there  could  never  dwell; 
No  life  in  common  could  we  find, 
Thee  still  upon  the  glassy  main 
Will  Galatea  gently  rein, 
Thou  her  Avilt  draw  through  wave  and  wind." 

Arion^    lightly  as  in  hours 

When  hence  he  roamed,   returns  again. 

Already  glisten  Corinth's  towers. 

He  wanders  singing  o'er  the  plain  ; 

The  child  of  love  and  pleasure, 

He  heeds  not  his  lost  treasure, 

His  friend,   his  cithern  still  remain. 

He  steppeth  on.     "No  longer  driven 

World-wandering,   friend,  I  seek  thy  breast,    ' 
The  art,   to  me  a  god  hath  given, 
Hath  made  a  many  a  thousand  blest. 
True,  robbers  rapine-swollen 
The  well  won  gifts  have  stolen. 
Still  of  my  fame  am  I  possest." 

Then  tells  he  the  astounding  story 
In  Periander's  wandering  ear  — 
"In  vain  were  all  my  power  and  glory. 
If  theft  like  this  should  prosper  here  ; 
The  guilty  to  discover 
Here  rest  thee  under  cover. 
For  sure  of  safety  they'll  draw  near." 


366  2t.  S.  wn  Sd^IcgcL 

Unt)  a(«  im  §afen  (Sd^tffev  !ommcn, 

33e|c^ettet  ev  fie  5U  fid^  ^er. 

„ipal)t  com  Slvion  ifjv  toernommeu? 

9)?tc^  fiimmcrt  fetne  Sieterfeijr. " 
.,Siv  liegcn  rec^t  im  ©tiide 
^l)n  ju  Parent  juriicfe."  — 

X)a,  fief>e!  tritt  ^rion  l^er. 

©e^uUt  fint)  feine  fdjiJnen  ©lietev 
3n  @clt>  unt)  '^Purpur  iDunCcrbav, 
33i§  auf  tie  ©o^len  iDattt  tievnictiev 
Sin  leic^ter  faltiger  Zalax; 
T)ie  2(rme  jieren  Spaiigen, 
Um  §alg  unt)  ©tirn  unb  San^en 
gliegt  liuftent)  t»a«  befranjte  ^aar. 

'X'ie  Gitijer  ru^t  in  feinev  Sinfen, 
Xie  9fecf)te  ^a(t  ta8  Slfenbein, 
i£ie  miiffen  i^m  ju  ^ii^en  finfen, 
iS«  trifft  fie  inie  beg  33U^e§  Sd)ein. 

„3;^n  iDolItcn  mx  ermorten; 

Sv  ift  jum  @otte  worfcen: 
£>  fci^lcing'  un§  nur  tie  Srb'  ^inein!"  ■ 

„(Sr  lekt  noc^,  ter  ^lone  SJJetftet, 

!l}er  Sanger  fte^t  in  ficifger  §ut. 

3d^  rufe  ni(^t  ber  9?ac^e  @eifter, 

2lrion  mU  nic^t  euer  331ut. 

5evn  mogt  i^r  ju  Sarbaren, 
2)e«  ©ei^eS  tnecfote,  fasten; 

^fiie  lak  (2^one8  euren  3JJutf)." 


D.    F.    MACCARTHY.  367 

Full  soon  in  port  the  bark  is  lying, 

He  bids  the  crew  before  him  come  : 
"What  tidings  have  ye  of  Arion? 
I  long  for  his  returning  home." 
"In  luck  the  gods  have  sent  him ; 
We  left  him  at  Tarentum." 
Forth  steps  Arion, — they  are  dumb. 

He  hides  his  limbs  of  loveliest  mould 

In  gold  and  purple  wondrous  fair ; 
Even  to  his  feet  falls  fold  on  fold 
A  robe  as  light  as  summer  air; 

His  arms  rich  golden  bracelets  deck. 
And  round  his  brow,    and  cheeks,   and  neck 
In  fragrance  floats  the  leaf-crowned  hair. 

His  left  hand  holds  the  cithern  sweet, 

The  ivory  bow  is  in  his  right ; 
They  must  fall  down  before  his  feet 
As  strucken,   by  the  lightning's  light. 
"a  god  !   we  thought  to  slay  him  — 
A  god  !   for  waves  obey  him  — 

O  Earth  I   conceal  us  from  his  sight." 

• 

"The  minstrel  lives,  nor  think  it  strange  — 

The  singer  stands  in  holy  care ; 
Not  his  the  spirit  of  revenge. 

Your  lives  Arion  deigns  to  spare. 
To  Barbary's  congenial  clay 
Ye  slaves  of  Avarice,   away ! 
And  ne'er  may  Beauty  be  your  share." 


368  ©ntft  aJiori^  Slvnbt. 

ernft  9J?ort^  9(rnbt 

gcborcn  1769;  gcfietbcn  1860. 

(£3  ^eu(t  ter  ©turm,  tie  SBoge  fc^aumt, 

Unt  turd)  tie  aBclfen  fa^ren  ^Bli^e, 
2)er  olte  Sc^tffer  ntdt  unb  traumt 

@ar  rul^ig  auf  bem  naffen  ©itje: 
2Ste  iDiIt)  urn  il^n  t)ie  SBoge  fc^lagt, 

2Bte  auf  unb  ab  taS  Scfetffleiu  fd^aufelt, 
Sin  2;raum,  t>er  fu^e  Stlbev  trdgt, 

Umfpielt  fein  §auyt  unb  fc^evst  unb  gaufelt. 

(Sin  (Silanb  ^ebt  er  tiett  unb  fd)cn 

2J?tt  ret(^en  i^luren  au8  ben  aSogen, 
(gin  iDunbevtooUeg  SenjgetiJn 

2lu8  SSlut^en^inen  fommt'8  geflogen  — 
3)er  ?l(te  ruft:  „§iev  (egt  an'§  Sanb, 

§ier  in  bie  Sudit,  ben  ftitten  §afen! 
D  fommft  bu  enblic^,  ^^riebenSftanb  ? 

2Bie  toitt  id^  fu§  nac^  ©tiirmen  fc^lafen" 

.    2)a  fc^iegt  au8  fi^warjer  9b^t  etn  <Straf)t, 

(Sin  g(iif)nber  ©otteg^feil,  con  okn, 
'^'tx  ©(^iffer  unb  bag  ©c^iff  jumat 

Wit  9)?ann  unb  3}iau8  fie  finb  jerftoben; 
®ie  toilbe  2Boge  treifct  gum  ©tranb, 

2;veibt  jtriimmer  unb  8eid)en  treu  jum  |)afen. 
©liidfeliger  Sraumer!  bu  ^fi  Sanb, 

9?un  fannft  bu  fii§  nad>  (Stitrmen  fd?(afen. 


W.     W.     SKEAT, 


369 


THE  SEAMAN'S  DREAM. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat.  ^ 


roam  crests  the  waves,  the  storm-cloud  lowers, 

Athwart  dark  skies  the  lightning  gleams  ; 
Yet,   stretched  on  deck  'mid  spray  and  showers, 

An  aged  seaman  nods  and  dreams. 
Tho'   wildly  round  the  waters  swell, 

Tho'  to  and  fro  the  vessel  rocks, 
A  dream  with  sweet  alluring  spell. 

Too  bright  for  truth,   his  vision  mocks. 

He  marks,   from  out  the  foaming  seas. 

An   island  rise,   with  verdure  crowned ; 
From  flowery  groves  sweet  melodies 

Burst  forth  with  soul-entrancing  sound. 
"Behold",   he  cries,   "the  hap])y  shore  I 

Our  port,   our  long-wished  haven  see  ! 
At  length  comes  rest ;   wild  storms  no  more 

Shall  rage,  and  sweet  my  sleep  shall  be  !" 

Thro'  night's  thick  gloom  a  lightning-flash, 

God's  flaming  dart,   shoots  down  from  heaven; 
'Mid  anguished  cries,  with  deafening  crash. 

The  gallant  ship  in  twain  is  riven. 
Black  spars  and  corpses  high  on   shore 

Are  scattered  by  the  rolling  sea  — 
Thy  port  is  gained,  storms  rage  no  more : 

Fond  dreamer,  sweet  thy  sleep  shall  be ! 

tfoi.DsuHMiDT  ,  German  Puetry.  24 


370  Slbdbevt  ton  Sljamiffo. 

5frnucit»Jif()c  uitb  ^cBcn. 

9lboIbcrt  t»on  (J^amiffo 

gcbpten  1781;   gcfiptbcn  18;?;t. 
1. 

5eit  td^  t^n  gefc^en, 
©laufe'  i&)  BUnfe  511  fein. 
2Bo  ic^  I)in  nur  Mide, 
(2c^"  ic^  i^n  atlein. 
2Bte  in  toac^em  Iraumc 
(gd^toefct  fein  53ilt)  mir  cor, 
Zavidjt  au«  tiefftem  3)unfel 
|)eHer  tiuv  em^ov. 

<2onft  ift  Iicf)t  unb  farbtog 
5lIIe«  urn  mid)  l^er, 
^yJad^  ber  ©d^njeftern  Spicle 
9?ic^t  beget) v'  id)  mel^r, 
2)?o(^te  lieber  ttjeinen 
©tin  im  £ammevletn ; 
®eit  id^  i^n  gefe^en,  . 
®(au6'  id)  blinb  ju  fein 

2. 

Sr  ter  I^errtic^fte  t>on  alien, 
2Bie  fo  mitbe,  n)ie  fo  gnt! 
.^otfce  ?ip^en,  flare§  5Iuge, 
|)eflen  Sinn  unb  feften  Wlnfi/. 


Dk.    ALFRED    BASKERVILIiE.  37 1 


WOMAN'S  LOVE  AND  LIFE. 

Translated  by  Dr.  Alfred  Baskerville. 

1. 

^ince  mine  eyes  beheld  him, 

Blind  I  seem  to  be : 
Wheresoe'er  they  wander, 

Him  alone  they  see. 
Round  me  glows  his  image. 

In  a  waking  dream, 
From  the  darkness  rising, 

Brighter  doth   it  beam. 

All  is  drear  and  gloomy 

That  around  me  lies, 
Now  my  sisters'  pastimes 

I  no  longer  prize  ; 
In  my  chamber  rather 

Would  I  weep  alone  ; 
Since  mine  eyes  beheld  him, 

Blind  methinks  I'm  grown. 

2. 

He,  the  best  of  all,   the  noblest, 
O  how  gentle  I    O  how  kind  I 

Lips  of  sweetness,    eyes  of  brightness, 
Steadfast  courage,   lucid  mind  ! 

24* 
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®D  \vk  bort  in  blauer  'Jtefc, 
^eU  unt)  l^errUd),  jener  ®tern, 
5l(fo  er  an  metnem  ^inimel 
^eU  unb  I)evrtt(^,  I)od?  unt  fern. 

SSanble,  xoanUc  betne  ^af)nen; 
9?ur  feetvai^ten  beinen  ©djetn; 
'Diur  in  2)emut^  i^n  fcetracbten, 
Selig  nur  unb  traurig  fein. 

^pre  nid;t  mein  [tiHeS  Seten, 
©einem  ©tiide  nur  gen^ei^t; 
"Darfft  mic!^,  ntebre  SKagb,  nici^t  fennen, 
^o^er  (Stern  ber  ^enli^feit! 

^J?ur  bie  Siirbigfte  tjon  aUen 
<Sott  fcegliiden  beine  2Ba^I, 
Unb  id^  ttjitt  bie  §ot)e  fegnen, 
©egnen  »iele  taufenb  Wlai. 

SSitt  mi(i^  freuen  bann  unb  toeinen, 
©elig,  fetig  bin  id)  bann, 
GoHte  mir  bag  ^erj  auc^  bredyen, 
S3rid^,  0  ^erj,  t»aS  liegt  baran! 

3. 

3c^  fann'«  nid^t  faffen,  nic^t  gtaufeen, 
S§  t)at  ein  Sraum  mtdi  beriidt; 
2Bie  f)att'  er  boc^  unter  alien 
iOJic^  Slrme  er^ofjt  unb  begliidt? 


Dk.    ALFRED    BASKEKVILLE.  373 

As  on  high,   in  Heaven's  azure, 

Bright  and  splendid,   beams  yon  star, 

Thus  he  in  my  heaven  beameth, 
Bright  and  splendid,   high  and  far. 

Wander,  wander  where  thou  listest  : 

I  will  gaze  but  on  thy  beam. 
With  humility  behold  it, 

In  a  sad,   yet  blissful  dream. 

Hear  me  not  thy  bliss  imploring 

With  prayer's  silent  eloquence ! 
Know  me  not,   a  lowly  maiden, 

Star  of  proud  magnificence  ! 

May  thy  choice  be  rendered  happy 

By  the  worthiest  alone ! 
And  I'll  call  a  thousand  blessings 

Down  on  her  exalted  throne. 

Then  I'll  weep  with  tears  of  gladness, 

Happy,   happy  then  my  lot ! 
If  my  heart  should  rive  asunder. 

Break,   O  heart,   it  matters  not! 


Is  it  true?  O,   I  cannot  believe  it, 
A  dream  doth  my  senses  enthrall; 

O  can  he  have  made  me  so  happy. 
And  exalted  me  thus  above  all? 


374  ftbalbevt  oon  St^amifio. 

SDZir  War's,  er  liabe  gef^^rcd^en: 
„^(i)  bin  auf  etoig  tietii"  — 
9i)?tr  icar''8  —  id)  traume  nod)  immer, 
(SiS  fann  ja  nimmer  fo  fein. 

D  lap  im  Sranme  raic^  fterBen, 
@et»ieget  an  feiner  58ruft, 
Xen  feligften  jTob  micb  fc^Iiirfen 
3tn  jlt)rdnen  unentlic^er  I'uft. 


§elft  mir,  il)r  ©c^weftern, 

^reunblic^  mid)  ft^miiden, 

2)ient  ber  ©liidlic^en  f)eute  nitv. 

SBinbet  gefd^aftig 

SHir  urn  bie  ©time 

^fJoc^  ber  bliiiienben  SJii^rte  3i^i^- 

2l(«  id)  befriebigt, 
^reubigeS  §erjen§, 
3)em  ©etiebten  im  Irme  lag, 
Summer  nod)  rief  er, 
@ef)nfud)t  im  ^erjen, 
Ungebulbig  ben  {)eutigen  Sag. 

§elft  mir,  il>r  ®d)meftern, 

§elft  mir  t>erfd)euc^en 

Sine  t^oric^te  33angigfeit! 

jDag  id^  mit  flarem 

^2lug'  i^n  em^fange, 

3!t)n,  bie  Ouette  ber  i^reubigfeit. 
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Meseems  as  if  he  had  spoken, 

"I  am  thine,   ever  faithful  and  true!" 

Meseems  —  O  still  am  I  dreaming. 
It  cannot,   it  cannot  be  true ! 

O  fain  would  I,   rocked  on  his  bosom, 

In  the  sleep  of  eternity  lie, 
That  death  were  indeed  the  most  blissful, 

In  the  rapture  of  weeping  to  die. 


Help  me,  ye  sisters, 

Kindly  to  deck  me, 
Me,   O  the  happy  one,   aid  me  this  morn! 

Let  the  light  finger 

Twine  the  sweet  myrtle's 
Blossoming  garland,   my  brow  to  adorn ! 

As  on  the  bosom 

Of  my  beloved  one, 
Wrapt  in  the  bliss  of  contentment,  I  lay, 

He,   with  soft  longing 

In  his  heart  thrilling. 
Ever  impatiently  sighed  for  to-day. 

Aid  me,   ye  sisters. 

Aid  me  to  banish 
Foolish  anxieties,  timid,   and  coy, 

That  I  with  sparkling 

Eye  may  receive  him,  . 

Him  the  bright  fountain  of  rapture  and  joy. 


376  3lbaltert  i>cn  Sljamiffc. 

Sift,  mein  ©etiefcter, 

jDu  mir  erfcf)ienen 

©iSft  bu,  (Sonne,  mir  beinen  Serein? 

Sa§  mid)  in  Slnbad^t, 

2a^  mid)  in  !Demut^ 

Wl'vi}  oerneiijen  bem  ^erven  niein. 

©tveuet  i^m,  (Sd^weftevn, 

<Streuet  i^m  Slumen, 

Svingt  i^m  fno^penbe  9io[en  bar; 

Hber  eud^,  ®d)i»eftem, 

@rii^'  ic!^  mit  9Bef)mutt>, 

greut>tg  fc^eibenb  au«  eurer  ®c^aar. 


5. 

(Siiper  ^reunb,  bu  blirfeft 
SWic^  »eii»unbert  an; 
fannft  e§  nid)t  fcegreifen, 
SS^ie  ic^  toeinen  fann ! 
?a^  ber  feu(^ten  ^erlen 
Ungettjo^nte  ^kx 
^reuben^ell  erjittern 
^n  ben  2Bimpern  mir. 

2Bie  fo  Bang  mein  S3ufen, 
2Bie  fo  tt)onnet>oII! 
2Bit^t'  id)  nur  mit  SBorten 
323ie  id)'«  fagen  foil! 


Dk.   alfked  baskerville,  3f7 

Do  I  behold  thee, 

Thee,   my  beloved  one, 
Dost  thou,   0  sun,    shed  thy  beams  upon  me? 

Let  me  devoutly, 

Let  me   in  meekness 
Bend  to  my  lord  and  my  master  the  knee! 

Strew,  ye  fair  sisters. 

Flowers  before  him, 
Cast  budding  roses  around  at  his  feet  I 

Joyfully  quitting 

Now  your  bright  circle. 
You,  lovely  sisters,  with  sadness  I  greet. 


5. 

Dearest  friend,  thou  lookest 

On  me  with  surprise. 
Dost  thou  wonder,  wherefore 

Tears  suffuse  mine  eyes? 
Let  the  dewy  pearl-drops 

Like  rare  gems  appear. 
Trembling,   bright  with  gladness, 

In  their  crystal  sphere. 

With  what  anxious  raptures 
Doth  my  bosom  swell ! 

0  had  I  but  language 
What  I  feel  to  tell ! 


378  2lbattevt  »ou  Sbamtfio. 

tomm  unt)  tirg  tchi-^lntli^ 
§ier  an  metncr  33vuft; 
mu  in'S  O^r  ttr  fliiftern 
mt  meine  ^uft. 

2Beljit  tu  nun  tie  J^ranen, 
3)ie  i^  icctnen  fann, 
®oKft  bu  nid)t  fie  fe^en, 
2)u  geliebter  SRann ; 
S3ktb  an  nietnem  ^erjen, 
5u^(e  beffen  S^lag, 
1)a^  i&)  feft  unt)  fefter 
5Jur  bid)  bruden  mag. 

§ier  an  metnem  33ette 
^at  bte  Siege  ^iaum, 
2Bo  fie  fttU  cerberge 
SJietnen  I^olben  3;raum; 
;^ommen  ictrb  bev  ^Oiorgen, 
2Bo  ber  jlraum  errcac^t, 
Unb  baraug  bein  33ilbni§ 
Wix  entgegenlac^t. 

6. 

%n  meinem  ^erjen,  an  metner  33ruft, 

jDu  nteine  3Bonne,  bu  meine  Suft! 

3)ag  ®md  ift  bie  Siebe,  bie  Sieb'  ift  ba«  ©liid. 

3;d)  i)ah'  eg  gefagt  unb  nefjm'g  nid)t  jurud. 

^flb'  Ubergliidlic^  mic^  gefc^a^t, 

S3in  iibergliidltc^  afeer  je^t. 


Db.    ALFRED    BASKERVILLE. 

Come  and  hide  thy  face,   love, 
Here  upon  my  breast, 

In  thine  ear  I'll  whisper 
Why  I  am  so  blest. 

Now  the  tears  thou  knowest 

Which  my  joy  confessed, 
Thou  shalt  not  behold  them. 

Thou,   my  dearest,  best ; 
Linger  on  my  bosom. 

Feel  its  throbbing  tide. 
Let  me  press  thee  firmly, 

Firmly  to  my  side  ! 

Here  may  rest  the  cradle. 

Close  my  couch  beside. 
Where  it  may  in  silence 

My  sweet  vision  hide; 
Soon  will  come  the  morning. 

When  my  dream  will  wake, 
And  thy  smiling  image 

Will  to  life  awake. 


Upon  my  heart,  and  upon  my  breast, 

Thou  joy  o    all  joys,  my  sweetest,  best! 

Bliss,  thou  art  love,   O  love,  thou  art  bliss, 
I've  said  it,   and  seal  it  here  with  a  kiss. 

I  thought  no  happiness  mine  could  exceed. 
But  now  I  am  happy,   O  happy  indeed ! 


8f9 
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^nx  fcie  ta  fciugt,  nur  tie  ba  iitbt 
3)a«  i^int),  ^em  fte  tie  ^ia^rung  giebt, 
9?ur  eine  SDiutter  irei^  attetn, 
2Ba8  Ueben  ^ei^t  unb  gludltd)  fein. 
O  wie  fcefcaur'  ic^  toc^  ten  S[Rann, 
3)er  SJJuttergtucf  nic^t  fuf)Ien  fann ! 
!^u  [c^auft  mic^  an  unt  lad)e(ft  taju, 
Xu  lieber,  lieSer  (Sngel  bu! 
%n  meinem  ^er^en,  an  metner  33vuft, 
Xn  meinc  Sonne,  bu  meine  Suft. 

7. 

^liun  ^ft  bu  niir  ben  erften  ©c^nter^  get^an, 

©er  abev  traf. 
2)u  fd)laffl,  bu  i)arter,  unbarmtierj'gev  ?Olann, 

3)en  Sobe^fd^Iaf. 

(£8  bltdfet  bte  55ertaffene  cor  ftc^  ^tn, 

!3)ie  Selt  ift  leer, 
©eliebet  ^ab'  ic^  nnb  vjelebt,  id)  bin 

yt'id^t  (ebenb  mel^r. 

3!c^  jte!^'  mid)  in  mein  3nn're8  ftitt  jurucf, 

!t)er  <2d)Ieier  fallt; 
5)a  l^afe'  ic!^  bic^  nnb  mein  tergangneS  @liid, 

Du  meine  3Selt. 


Sraum  ber  eignen  S^age, 
jDie  nun  feme  finb, 


Dr.    ALFRKD    BASKERVILLE.  381 

She  only,   who  to  her  bosom  hath  pressed 

The  babe  who  drinketh  life  at  her  breast ; 
'Tis  only  a  mother  the  joys  can  know 

Of  love,  -and  real  happiness  here  below. 
HoAv  I  pity  man,  whose  bosom  reveals 

No  joy  like  that  which  a  mother  feels  I 
Thou  look'st  on  me,   with  a  smile  on  thy  brow, 

Thou  dear,   dear  little  angel,  thoul 
Upon  my  heart,   and  upon  my  breast, 

Thou  joy  of  all  joys,  my  sweetest,  best ! 

7. 

Ah  !   thy  first  wound  hast  thou  inflicted  now. 

But  Oh !   how  deep  I 
Hard-hearted  cruel  man,  now  sleepest  thou 

Death's  long,  long  sleep. 

I  gaze  upon  the  void  in  silent  grief, 

The  world  is  drear, 
I've  lived  and  loved,  but  now  the  verdant  leaf 

Of  life  is  sere. 

I  will  retire  within  my  soul's  recess. 

The  veil  shall  fall; 
I'll  live  with  thee  and  my  past  happiness, 

O  thou  my  all ! 


Dream  of  days  now  distant. 
Which  on  me  have  smiled ; 


382  2lbatfcert  ton  S[>amiffo. 

Xod^ter  metner  ^Joc^ter, 
XvL  mein  fuge«  tint), 
'JJimni,  becov  bie  9)?ut)e 
3)ecft  ta§  Seid^entud), 
9?tmm  in'g  frtfc^c  ?eben 
2)?etnen  Segen^fprud). 

Siel^ft  niid^  grau  con  §aaven, 
2l6ge5ef)rt  unt  6Ietd^, 
SBtn,  wte  bu,  geii^efen 
■3ung  unb  toonnercld^ ; 
Stebte  toie  bu  liebteft, 
39Sarb,  t»ie  bu,  aud)  Sraut, 
Unb  auc^  bu  anrft  alteru, 
So  tcie  ic^  ergvaut. 

?a§  bie  ^dt  im  ^luge 
Sanbehi  fort  unb  fort, 
yinx  Scftanbtg  iDatjve 
3}cinc«  33ufen§  ^ort; 
^ab'  td}'g  einft  ge[prod)en, 
9?e^m'  id^'g  nid)t  jurud: 
©liicf  ift.  nur  bie  Siebe,  ' 
Siebe  nur  ift  ©liicf. 

9r(«  id),  ben  id)  liebte, 
3n  bag  ®rab  gelegt, 
C)ab'  id)  nicine  ?iebe 
Ireu  in  mir  gefjcgt; 


Dn.    ALFRED    BASKERVILLE.  383 

Daughter  of  my  daughter. 
Thou,   my  dearest  child. 
Ere  these  weary  members 
Rest  upon  the  bier, 
Take  my  blessing  with  thee 
On  thy  young  career. 

Now  thoTj  seest  me  hoary, 
Worn,   and  wan,   and  pale, 
But  I've  been  as  thou  art, 
Lovely,   young,   and   hale. 
Loved,   as  thou  now  lovest, 
Was  a  bride,   as  thou  ; 
Thou,   too,   wilt  grow  older. 
Grey,   as  I  am  now. 

Let  time  ever  onwards, 
Onwards  ever  sweep, 
But  thy  bosom's  treasure 
In   thy  bosom  keep. 
Once  have  I  confessed   it, 
And  again  I  own, 
Bliss  is  only  love,   and 
Love  is  bliss  alone. 

When  the  grave  received  him. 
Over  whom  I  wept. 
Faithful  in  my  bosom 
E'er  my  love  I  kept. 


384  Slbalbcrt  toon  Sbamiffo. 

2Bav  metn  §ev5  geln'cdten, 
mth  mir  feft  ber  ^Intif, 
Unt)  t)e«  5llter§  2lfAe 
aSa^rt  bte  ^eil'ge  @lutl). 

9?imm,  i»etjor  bie  SO^iite 
®ecft  bag  Seid^entud), 
9itmm  in'S  frifc^e  Seben 
9D?etnen  (Segen§f|>ntd) : 
a)?u^  bag  §er5  bir  6vecf)en, 
33(eifce  feft  bein  3J?utV, 
(Set  ber  ©ci^merj  ber  SieBe 
2)ann  bein  l^oc^fteg  @ut! 


Dfls  Sc^fot)  Soncourt. 

9lba(bert  Bon  G^amiffo. 

3  A  traum'  at8  ^inb  mtc^  jururfe, 
Unb  fd^iittle  mein  gvctfe6  §)aupt! 
2Bie  fud)t  i^x  mid)  tieim,  t^r  Silbcr, 
jDie  lang  ic^  Dergeffen  geglaubt? 

§oc^  ragt  au8  fd^att'gen  ®et)egen 
Sin  fc^intmernbeg  ®c^Io§  ^ev»or, 
^d}  fenne  bie  jC^urme,  bie  3^^^^^, 
®ie  ftetnerne  Sgriicfe,  bai^  S^or. 
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Though  my  heart  was  broken, 
Faith  did  not  expire, 
Still  in  Age's  embers 
Glows  the  sacred  fire. 


Ere  these  wearj'  members 
Rest  upon  the  bier. 
Take  my  blessing  Avith  thee 
On  thy  young  career. 
Must  thy  heart  be  broken, 
Let  not  courage  flee ; 
Be  the  pain  of  love  then 
All  in  all  to  thee. 


CHATEAU  BONCOURT. 

Translated  by  "G.  E.  H." 


oadly  I  shake  my  hoary  head," 

And  muse  upon  the  days  of  yore, 
Images  I  thought  long  dead, 

Must  ye  haunt  me  thus  once  more? 

/' 

O'er  woods  and  blossoming  hedges 

A  castle  rises  on  high; 
I  see  its  glittering  turrets, 

And  pass  them  with  a  sigh. 

GoLDscHMiDT ,  German  Poetry.  25 


386         '  21balbcvt  con  S^amiffo. 

S3  fc^auen  »ont  Sa^penfd^ilbe 
jDie  Soi»en  fo  trauUd)  mic^  an, 
•3(f|  griipe  fete  atten  SSefannten 
Unt)  eile  ben  ^urg^of  ^inan. 

1)crt  Iiegt  bte  <Sp'^tn^  am  33runnen, 
T)ort  griint  ber  geigenbaum, 
■t^ort  Winter  biefen  ^enftern 
S5ertraumt'  ic^  ben  erften  jlraum. 

3t(^  tret'  in  bie  SBurgfa^eUc 
Unb  fuc^c  be«  Sl^n^errn  @ra6, 
3)ovt  ift'«,  bort  ^angt  com  ^feiler 
jDaS  alte  @eh>affen  ijerab. 

9?od^  lefcn  umflort  bie  5lugen 
jDie  Sw  *^^  Onfd^rift  nidjt, 
2Bie  I)en  burrf>  bie  bunten  ©c^eiben 
jDa§  ?i(f>t  bariiber  and)  brid)t. 

(So  fte'^ft  bu,  0  ®d)lof?  nieiner  ^ater, 
Wl'ix  treu  nnb  feft  in  bem  (Sinn, 
Unb  bift  toon  ber  (Srbe  »er[c(|tt)unben, 
®er  ^ftug  ge^t  iiber  bid)  ^in. 

®ei  fvuc^tbar,  o  t^eurer  Soben, 
^<i)  fegne  bic^  milb  unb  gerii^rt, 
Unb  fegn'  ii)n  jnjiefac^,  reer  immer 
■Den  •JJflug  nun  iiber  bi(!^  fiiiirt. 


ANONYMOUS.  387 

I  know  the  ancient  gateway, 

The  lions  towering  above, 
And  a  mournful  smile  flits  o'er  me, 

As  I  think  of  my  youth,  my  love. 

The  Sphinx  lies  by  the  fountain. 

The  summer-air  is  mild, 
The  glorious  trees  are  waving  — 

Here  I  was  once  a  child. 

I  enter  the  grand  old  chapel, 
And  seek  my  forefather's  grave. 

His  arms  hang  from  the  pillar   — 
I  think  of  my  sire  so  brave. 

The  sun  breaks  through  the  colour'd  panes, 

Dispels  the  gath'ring  gloom, 
My  eyes,  bedimm'd  with  gushing  tears. 

Light  on  his  marbletomb. 

Thus,   castle  old,   thou  standest 

Fix'd  firmly  in  my  mind  — 
'Ihe  ploughshare  now  goes  o'er  thee, 

A  stranger  walks  behind. 

May  ample  harvests  crown  thee, 

Dear  soil  I  love  so  well ; 
Joy  be  with  those  and  blessings, 

Who  on  thy  grounds  now  dwell. 

25* 


388  3uilinu«  Werner. 

Qi)  abet  ioiU  auf  mid)  vaffcn, 
aWein  Saitenfpiet  in  ber  §ant), 
!Dte  2Betten  ber  (Srbe  burc^fAroeifen, 
Unb  fmgen  toon  Sanb  ju  Sanb. 


3uftinu^  ilernct 

gebotcn  17S6,  gej^orben  1862.     . 

Jrctfenb  mit  toiel  fc^ijnen  9ieben 
3^rer  Siinbev  Sertl)  unb  Ba^l, 
®a^en  »tele  beutfdje  gitrften 
Stnft  ju  2Borm«  im  ^aiferfaat, 

„§errUc^,"  fprac^  ber  giirft  »on  ©ad^fen, 
„3ft  mein  ?anb  unb  fetne  9JJacf)t: 
©tI6er  ^egen  feine  Serge 
So^I  in  manci^em  tiefen  ®d^a(f>t." 

„<Se^t  mein  ?anb  in  u)>p'ger  ^^ittte," 
(S^jrac^  ber  ^urfiirft  toon  bem  9t^ein, 
„@oIb'ne  ©aaten  in  ben  %i)<xkxn, 
Stuf  ben  S3ergen  eblen  2Bein!" 

„@rD§e  ©tabte,  reic^e  tibfter," 
$!ubtoig,  ^err  ju  33aiern,  fprad^, 
„©c^affen,  ba§  mein  2anb  ben  euren 
SBol^l  nic^t  fte^t  an  ©c^aljen  nac^." 
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I  rise  in  earnest  prayer  — 

My  harp  is  in  my  hand  — 
Far,  far  off  will  I  wander, 

And  sing  in  many  a  land. 


THE  RICHEST  PRINCE. 

Translated  by  Lady  John  Manners. 


In  the  Hall  at  Worms  were  sitting 
('Tis  a  tale  of  bygone  days) 

Many  noble  German  princes  — 
Each  his  own  domains  did  praise. 

Spake  the  Saxon  Prince  :    "Right  noble 
Is  the  country  I  call  mine  ; 

In  the  caverns  of  its  mountains 
Ores  of  precious  silver  shine." 

"See  my  country's  rich  abundance," 
Spake  the  Palsgrave  of  the  Rhine  ; 

"Golden  harvests  bear  the  valleys, 
And  the  mountains  generous  wine.'* 

"Stately  cities,  wealthy  cloisters" 

Ludwig  of  Bavaria  cried, 
"Make  my  land  so  rich,  your  countries 

Cannot  rival  it  in  pride." 


390  Suftinu^  ^erncv. 

(g6erl)ait>,  bev  mit  tent  SBavte, 
2Burtemi>erg«  ^eliefeter  §err, 
(Spra(^ :  .,Mcm  ?ant)  'ijat  fteine  Stcittc, 
Sragt  nic^t  Serge,  filfceifc^icev ; 

„S)o(!^  etn  ^leiuob  ^It'S  uertcrgen : 
j^a^  in  2CaIt3ern,  noc^  fc  grc^, 
3;(f>  mein  ^au^t  fann  fii^nttd)  legen 
3iet)em  Untevtt^an  in  (Sd)cc^." 

Unt)  «g  vief  tier  §err  ton  "Sac^fen, 
1)er  »on  33aiern,  ber  »om  9J^ein : 
„®xa\  im  33avt,  ^t)r  feib  bev  9iei*fte, 
(Suev  Sanb  tragt  (Sbelftein." 


C5)i(!  IterBcnbe  95fume. 

gricbtic^  JRiicfert 

gctctcn  178'J,  acflovben  1866. 

)cffe!  t)u  erfeSft  e§  nod^, 
®a^  ber  ^rii^Iing  toieberfef)rt. 
^offen  aUe  33aume  boc^, 
3)ie  te«  §erfcfte§  Sinb  t)eri)eert, 
§offen  mit  ter  ftitlen  ^raft 
5^rer  ^no«pen  tuintertang, 
5Bi«  [id^  iDieber  regt  ber  ©aft; 
Unb  ein  neue«  ©^iin  entfprang. 
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Wiirtemberg's  beloved  master, 

Bearded  Eberhardt,   replies, 
"But  small  towns  can  boast  my  country, 

In  its  caves  no  silver  lies." 

"Yet  a  jewel  there  is  hidden : 

I  can  boldly  lay  my  head 
On  the  lap  of  every  subject 

In  its  woods,   nor  treason  dread." 

Then  the  Saxon  Prince,   the  Palsgrave, 

And  Bavaria's  ruler,   cried, 
"Count,  thy  land  is  far  the  richest, 

Precious  gems  thy  forests  hide." 


THE  DYING  FLOWER. 

Translated  by  Professor  Blackie. 

Wave  hope ,    why  shouldst  thou  n'bt  ?  —  the  trees 

Have  hope  and  not  in  vain, 
Stripped  by  the  rough  unfriendly  breeze, 

That  spring  shall  come  again; 
Thou  too,   within  whose  secret  bud 

A  life  hath  lurked  unseen, 
Shalt  wait  till  spring  revive  thy  blood, 

And  renovate  thy  green." 


392  griebvic^  9iuclert. 

„%6^,  id)  bin  fein  ftarfer  58aum, 
2)er  ein  Sommertaufent)  lefct, 
'Ulai)  Devtraumtem  Sintevtraum 

~~9^eue  Senjgebic^te  toebt! 
2l(i^,  ic^  bin  bie  S3(ume  nut, 
J)ie  fce«  SD^ateS  ^ug  getcerft, 
Unb  con  ber  ntcf>t  b(et6t  bie  Spur, 
933enn  bag  t»ei§c  ®ra6  fte  becft!"  — 

SSenn  bu  benn  bie  33tume  bift, 
D  befc^eibeneS  ©emiit^, 
Svofte  bi(^,  befd)ieben  ift 
(2  amen  3Ittem,  tua^  ba  btu'^t. 
2a^  ben  (Sturm  beg  2obe§  bod) 
©einen  ?eben§ftaub  cerftreu'n; 
Slug  bem  ©taube  wirft  bu  nod^ 
^unbertmal  bi(^  felbft  erneu'h.  — 

„^a,  eg  tcerben  nad|  mir  blul^'n 
2lnbre,  bie  mir  dfjulic^  finb-, 
(St»ig  ift  bag  ganje  ®riin, 
3^ur  bag  Sinjge  luelft  gefc^toinb. 
2lber,  finb  fie,  n^ag  ic^  tear, 
33in  i%  fetber  eg  nic^t  metir; 
3fe^t  nur  bin  'nif  gan^,  unb  gar, 
9Jid>t  jucor  unb  nid^t  nac^ijer. 

„2Benn  einfi  fie  ber  Sonne  Slid 
2Barmt,  ber  jeiji  noc^  mic^  burd)ftamntt, 
Sinbert  bag  nid)t  mein  ®efd)id, 
jDag  mid^  nun  jur  9?ad^t  cerbammt. 
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— "Alas !   no  stately  tree  am  I, 

No  oak,  no  forest  king, 
Whose  dreams  of  winter  prophesy 

A  speedy  day  of  spring. 
A  daughter  of  an  humble  race, 

A  flower  of  yearly  blow, 
Of  what  I  was  remains  no  trace, 

Beneath  my  tomb  of  snow." 

— "And  if  thou  wert  the  frailest  reed, 

The  weakest  herb  that  grows. 
Thou  needst  not  fear;   God  gave  a  seed 

To  everything  that  blows. 
Although  the  winter's  stormy  strife 

A  thousand  times  bestrew 
The  sod  with  thee,   thou  canst  thy  life 

A  thousand  times  renew." 

— "Yes,  thousands  after  me  will  blow 

As  fair  —  more  fair  than  I; 
No  end  can  earth's  green  virtue  know, 

But  each  green  thing  must  die. 
Though  they  shall  share  in  mine,   no  share 

In  their  life  waits  for  me. 
Myself  have  changed  —  the  things  that  were, 

Are  not,   nor  more  may  be. 

"And  when  the  sun  shall  shine  on  them, 

That  shines  on  me  so  bright, 
What  boots  their  coloured  diadem, 

To  me  sunk  deep  in  night? 


394  gricbvid)  Siiicfevt. 

(Sonne,  \a  tu  augelft  fc^on 
3^nen  in  tic  gevnen  5U; 
SBavuni  ncd^  mtt  fvoft'gem  ^o^n 
Wix  ani  Sclfcn  (a(^elft  tu? 

„2Be^'  mir,  baf?  id)  tiv  toevtvaut, 
5l(g  mid^  tvad)  gofiif^t  tein  <StvaI)l; 
2)a^  in'§  llug'  icf>  fcir  gefd>aut, 
SBi«  e§  mir  tag  ?efeen  ftai)l! 
!Dtefe8  SebenS  avmen  9ieft 
3)einem  9?iitleit)  ^^u  ent^iel)n, 
(Sd)liei3en  twtt  ic^  Iranf^vift  feft 
Wli6)  in  mid^,  unt>  feir  entfUel^n! 

„!Do^  bu  fc^nietjeft  meineS  @rimm8 
8tavTe3  @i§  in  Sl^vdnen  auf; 
9iimm  mein  fUe^ent  Sefecn,  nimm'« 
(Sttjige,  5U  tiir  ^inauf! 
Qa,  tu  fonneft  nod)  ten  ©ram 
3lu«  ber  <Seele  mir  jule^t; 
Me^i,  n)a§  v>on  tir  mir  hm, 
©terfeent)  tanf  ic^  e§  fcir  je^t: 

„2iaer  Sitfte  ajJorgenjug, 
!Dem  id)  fommerlang  o,tUU, 
Mer  Sc^mctterlinge  glug, 
!Die  urn  mid)  im  Zaxii^  gefc^toefet; 
5lugen,  t)ie  mein  ©lan^  •  erfrifdit, 
^er^en,  tie  mein  ®uft  erfreut; 
'hk  au8  SDuft  unb  @Ian^  gemifdit 
"Du  mic^  fc^ufft,  tir  banf  ic^«  ^eut' 
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Thou  sun,   whose  cold  and  frosty  smile 

Mocks  at  my  honours  brief, 
Seemst  thou  not  beckoning  the  while 

A  future  summer's  chief? 

"Alas !    why  did  my  leaves  incline 

Unto  thy  faithless   ray  ? 
For  while  mine  eye  looked  into  thine, 

Thou  filchd  my  life  away. 
Thou  shalt  not  triumph  o'er  my  death, 

My  parting  leaves  I  close 
Upon  myself  —  receive  my  breath 

Not  thou  that  caused  my  woes ! 

— "Yet  dost  thou  melt  my  pride  away, 

Change  into  tears  my  stone  !   — 
Receive  my  fleet  life  of  a  day. 

Thou  endless  one  alone  ! 
Yes !   thou  hast  made  my  pride  to   pass, 

Mine  ire  hast  sunn'd  away. 
All  that  I  am,   all  that  I  was, 

I  owe  it  to  thy  ray. 

"Each  zephyr  of  each  balmy  morn 

That  made  me  breathe  perfume. 
Each  sportjve  moth  on  bright  wing  borne 

That  danced  around  my  bloom, 
Each  shining  eye  that  brighter  shone 

My  magic  hues  to  see  ; 
These  purest  joys  I  owe  alone, 

Eternal  One,   to  thee  I 


396  griebnc^  Siucfert. 

„Sine  3'^^'^^  beiner  3Sett, 
SBenn  audi  etne  fleine  nur, 
Siefeefl  t)U  mic^  felut)n  tm  gelb, 
2Bie  fcte  <2tevn'  auf  ^o^'rer  gtur. 
@inen  Dbem  fjaud)'  idi  nod), 
Unt)  er  foil  fetn  ©eufjer  fetn; 
Stnen  33lid  jum  i^tmmel  !^o(^ 
Unt)  5ur  f(!^onen  2Belt  I>tnetn. 

„Sn)'ge8  t^lammen^ers  fcer  2BeIt, 
^afe  oerglimmen  mid)  an  btr! 
^immel,  fpann'  betn  BlaueiS  3^^^, 
SJietn  cevgriinteg  [infet  l|ier. 
.^eit,  0  i5i^uf)ltng,  tetnem  ®d)ctn ! 
SWorgenluft,  §eil  fcetnem  SBe^n! 
O^ne  Summer  fc^laf  ic^  ein, 
O^ne  §offnung,  aufjufte^n. 


„^enn  bu  iDilllii  im  ^enrcl)en^er3(!n/' 

Sricbrid)  JWiicfcrt. 

UDenn  bu  willft  im  9Kenfd)en!^er3en 
•2(tle  Saiten  rit^ren  an, 
Stimme  bu  ben  Son  ber  ®d)mer3en, 
9?ic^t  ben  tiang  ber  ^^reuben  an. 
SJJand^er  ift  tco^l,  ber  erfa^ren 
§at  auf  @rben  feine  Suft; 
Reiner,  ber  nid)t  fttltbetoa^ren 
Sirb  ein  Se^  in  feiner  33ruft. 
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"As  with  thy  stars  thou  didst  begirth 

The  never  fading  blue, 
So  didst  thou  gem  thy  green  of  earth 

With  bright  flowers  ever  new. 
One  breath  I  have  not  drawn  in  vain 

For  thee  —  be  it  no  sigh  1 
One  look  I  have  for  earth's  fair  plain. 

One  for  the  welkin  high. 

"Thou  world's  warm-glowing  heart,  be  spent 

My  life's  last  pulse  on  thee  ! 
Receive  me,   heaven's  bright-  azure  tent, 

My  green  tent  breaks  with  me. 
Hail !   to  thee,  Spring,  in  glory  bright ! 

Morn  with  thy  thousand  dyes ! 
Without  regret  I  sink  in  night. 

Though  without  hope  to  rise." 


TO  THE  MINSTREL. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Skeat. 


Wouldst  thou  seek,  within  man's  heart 

To  strike  each  secret  string? 
To  thy  song  sad  tones  impart, 

Not  strains  of  gladness  sing. 
Many  a  man  hath  lived  on  earth 

Whom  joy  hath  seldom  blessed ; 
None,  but  bears,  from  earliest  birth, 

Some  grief  within  his  breast. 


398  Sluguft  @raf  »m)u  ^htm. 

^  c  u  c. 

?luguft  ®raf  »on  'ipiatcn 

'  gcbrrcn  ITiJO,  gcftottcn  1^35. 

ttlle  vafft*  i(^  mic^  auf  in  ter  ^fJac^t,  in  ter  9?ad)t, 

Unc  fii£)ltc  mid}  fiirtev  gejogen! 

3^ie  OJafjen  Devliep  i(^,  com  3Bad>ter  kroad^t, 

jTurc^aanbelte  fad^t 

3n  ter  9Jac^t,  in  ber  9iac^t 

Ta«  2;^or  mit  bem  gottjifc^en  Sogen. 

2)er  9Kiti)lbad)  vau[d)te  burc^  felfigen  Sd)ad)t, 

Ofc^  (el^nte  mid)  iiber  bie  ^riide; 

%k\  unter  miv  nal>m  id)  bev  Sogen  in  2lc^t, 

3)ie  njattten  fo  fac^t 

3n  ber  9Jac^t,  in  ber  9Jac^t, 

3)oc^  TOaUte  nic^t  eine  juriide. 

(S6  brel^te  fic^  oben,  unjaf^tig  entfad^t, 

2)feIobifd)er  SSanbel  ber.  Sterne, 

Tlit  i^nen  ber  9JJonb  in  berul>igter  ■prac^t, 

(Sie  funfelten  fac^t 

3n  ber  ^ci<i)t,  in  ber  9^ad)t 

2)urc^  laufc^enb  entlegene  i^erne. 

^ij  fclicfte  l^inauf  in  ber  D^ac^t,  in  ber  5iac^t, 

3;c^  blidte  I)inunter  auf§  ^fJcue: 

D  toe^e,  tcie  ^aft  bn  bie  Sage  cerbrac^t, 

9fJun  ftiae  bu  fad)t 

3n  ber  S^ac^t,  in  ber  9^ad)t 

Qm  poc^enben  ^erjen  bie  ^eue! 


RICHARD    GARNETT.  S99 

IN  THE  NIGHT. 

Translated  by  Richard  Garnet t. 

How  started  I  up  in  the  night,   in  the  night, 

A  moody  dissatisfied  mortal ! 
The  street  left  behind  me,   the  watch  and  his  light, 
Went  through  in  my  flight, 
In  the  night,    in  the  night, 

The  Gothic  old  arch  and  its  portal. 

The  rillet  ran  on,   coming  down  from  the  height, 
I  bent  o'er  the  hand-rail  with  yearning, 

And  watched  the  bright  ripples,  as,  clear  as  the  sight, 

They  fleeted  so  light. 

In  the  night,   in  the  night, 

With  never  a  thought  of  returning. 

Above,   in  the  blue  inaccessible  height, 

The  stars'  multitudinous  splendour 
Burn'd  round  the  clear  moon,  that  with  purity  bright 
Made  even  their  light, 
In  the  night,   in  the  night. 

More  chaste  and  more  tranquilly  tender. 

I  look'd  up  aloft  to  the  night,   to  the  night. 

And  downward  again  to  the  chasm  : 
O  woe !   thou  hast  wasted  the  day  and  its  light, 
ijfAnd  now  thou  must  fight 
In  the  night,   in  the  night. 

With  grief  and  a  sorrowful  spasm  I 
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?tnttftoftu^  ©rim 

gcberen  180t). 


3(^  fa^  auf  etneni  iBerge 
®ar  fevn  bcm  §eimatf)lant), 
%k\  utiter  ntir  ipiigetrei^en, 
jT^algruntie,  ©aatcnlant ! 

Sn  fttUen  STvaumen  jcg  td^ 
jDen  9Jing  t>om  i^inger  at, 
jDen  fie,  cin  ^fanb  ter  Siefce, 
SBeim  Sebeiro^I  mir  gafe. 

^df  ^ielt  it)n  for  fca8  2tuge, 
2Bie  man  etn  ^ernrot)r  f)a(t, 
Unb  gurfte  burc^  tag  9ieifc^en 
§ernieter  auf  bte  2SeIt. 

(£t,  lufttggriine  33erge 
Unb  gotbneS  ©aatgefKb, 
3u  foldicm  fc^cnen  Sta^men 
guvtoa^r  ein  fd^iJneS  S3Ut)! 

§ter  fd^mude  §au§c^en  f(f)immernt) 
5lm  griinen  Serge8l)ang, 
®u^  ©ic^eln  unb  (Senfen  fcU^enb 
®ie  rei(^e  ^^tur  entlatig! 
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THE  GOLDEN  RING. 

TranslateM  by  "S.  S.";  contributed  to  the  Feast  of  the  Poets 
in  "T  a  it's  Mag."  September  1843. 

An  exile  from  my  native  land, 

I  sat  upon  a  mountain  high; 
Below  me  valleys,   hills,   and  plains, 

Above  me  an  autumnal  sky. 

Then  gentle  thoughts  of  bygone  times 
Came  gushing  up  from  Mem'ry's  spring, 

And  from  my  hand  her  farewell  pledge 
Of  faith  I  took   —  a  golden  ring. 

Like  to  a  telescope  I  raised 

Unto  mine  eyes  that  ring  of  gold, 

And,   looking  down  upon  the  earth. 
Beheld  it  like  a  map  unrolled. 

The  fields  all  rich  with  yellow  corn. 
The  groves  of  shaded  green,  I  found 

More  beautiful  a  thousand  times, 
When  in  my  golden  circlet  bound. 

And  huts,  "where  poor  men  lie,"  shone  white 
Upon  the  hills  of  sloping  green ; 

And  in  the  sun  the  mowers'  scythes 

Threw  back  a  flickering  silver  sheen. 
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Unb  tretterl}iu  fcte  &nc, 
3)te  ftolj  ber  Sturm  t!urd)5iel)t, 
Unb  fern  tie  6(auen  Sev^e, 
©ran^tcci^ter  oon  ©vanit. 

Unb  ©tabte  niit  Uantm  ^u^petn, 
Unb  frtfc^e6  2Batbergritn, 
Unb  2Bo(fen,  bie  jui*  i^erne, 
2Bic  meine  ©e^nfud^t,  jie^n! 

3)te  Srbe  unb  ben  ^immel, 
®te  aJJenfci^en  unb  i^r  Sonb, 
®ie§  2me^  t)ielt  at«  9vaf)mcn 
SDZein  golbner  ^^cif  umfpannt. 

D  fd)one«  58tlb,  ju  fetien 
53om  ^ing  ber  Sieb'  umfpannt: 
®ie  (Srbe  unb  ben  $tmme(, 
3)ie  SSHenfc^en  unb  i^r  l^anb. 


^ic  Bcibcn  Critgef. 

SmanucI  ©citiel 

gebpren  1815. 


©  fennft  bu,  ^crj,  bte  k'iben  Sc^tt>efterenge(, 
^erabgeftiegen  au8  bem  §intntelretc^ : 
(StiUfegnenb  ^reunbfdjaft  niit  bem  Silienftengel, 
(Snt^iinbenb  Siebe  mtt  bem  -^^ofenjujetg? 
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And  high-piled  rocks  of  granite  grey, 

Like  battlements  of  antique  mould. 
Bounded  the  plain  where,   serpent-like, 

A  noble  river  winding  roll'd. 

And  there  were  dark  primeval  woods, 

And  towers,   and  towns,  whence  the  smoke  curl'd 
Unto  the  clouds,   and  seem'd  to  fly 

Where  I  would  fain,   o'er  half  the  world. 

All  these  were  framed  within  my  ring, 
And  lands,   and  men,  and  sea,   and  skies; 

A  wondrous  halo  round  them  thrown  — 
I  gazed  on  them  Avith  wond'ring  eyes. 

And  thence  I  learned :   all  God  hath  made  — 

The  earth  beneath,   the  skies  above, 
And  all  that  breathes  is  beautified. 

When  framed  within  the  Ring  of  Love. 


THE  TWO  ANGELS. 

Translated  by  Lady  John  Manners. 


Know'st  thou,   O  heart  I   the  two  fair  sister-angels 
That  have  descended  to  us  from  above  ; 

Friendship,   with  her  pale  lilies,   peace  bestowing, 
And,   with  her  branch  of  roses,  glowing  Love? 

26* 
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<5Atoar5lo(ftg  ift  bie  ?iebe,  feuvtg  gtuljent, 
©c^bn  toie  fcev  Senj,  fcer  ^afttg  fprofjen  tpitt; 
3)ie  i^reunt)f d^aft  blonb,  in  fanftevn  ^^arben  61ul)ent, 
Unt  wie  bie  ©ommernaci^t,  fo  milt  uub  ftiU. 

^ie  8ie6'  ein  fcraufenb  2)Jeer,  iuo  im  ©etcimmcl 
35ieUaufentifaltig  2Bog'  an  $Boge  fc^Iagt; 
f^reuntfc^aft  ein  tiefer  S3ergfee,  ber  ten  ^immel 
^lar  toieberf^iegelnt)  in  ben  i^luten  trcigt. 

3)ie  Siebe  fcrid^t  therein  »ie  2BetterBli^en, 

3)ie  Sreunt)f(f>aft  fommt  toie  bammernb  SWonbenlt^t ; 

jDie  ?ie6e  toitt  ertuerben  unt>  fcefitjen, 

jDie  ^reunbfc^aft  opfert,  toc^  jie  forbert  nid)t. 

Xod)  breimal  felig,  breimal  ^oi}  jn  ^jreifen 
©ag  ^erj,  too  b.eibe  freunblic^  eingefe^rt, 
Unb  t»o  bie  ®Iut  ber  9tofe  nid^t  bent  leifen, 
©e^eimni^t'cUen  33(ii^n  bev  ?ilie  ttse^rt! 


9lico(au$  $e($er 

gebctcn  ISIO,  acftcvbcn  1845. 


5ie  follen  i^n  nic^t  ^ben, 
!Den  freien,  beutfc^en  dti)dn, 
£)b  fie  wie  gier'ge  9ia6en 
(Sid)  ^eifer  barnac^  ftfjrein ; 
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Dark  are  Love's  locks,  her  eyes  with  lustre  glowing, 
Lovely  as  spring,  dawning  in  golden  light ; 

Friendship   is  fair,   in  softer  colours  blooming, 
And  mild  and  tranquil  as  a  summer-night. 

Love  is  a  tossing  sea,  where,   in  the  tiimult, 
Thousands  of  dashing  billows  foaming  rise  ; 

Friendship  a  mountain-lake,   whose  limpid  waters 
In  their  clear  depths  do  mirror  back  the  skies. 

Love  enters  like  a  flash  of  gleaming  lightning ; 

Friendship  steals  in  like  threads  by  moonlight  spun. 
Love  is  resolved  to  win,   and  keep  for  ever; 

Friendship  makes  offerings,  but  she  asks  for  none. 

But,  ah!  thrice  blessed,  thrice  blessed  the  happy  bosom > 
Where  both  the  sister-angels  may  abide  ; 

Where  the  bright  gloAving  rose  and  gentle  lily 
Dwell  ever  in  sweet  concord,   side  by  side. 


THE  GERMAN  RHINE. 

Translated  by  Dr.  James  Steele. 


It  never  shall  be  France's 

The  free,  the  German  Rhine, 

Tho'  raven-like  she  glances 
And  croaks  her  foul  design. 
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So  lang'  er  rut)ig  tDattenb 
®ein  grune§  ^leib  no6)  tvagt, 
(Sc  lang'  etn  ^Juter  fdwHenb 
3n  feine  SBcge  f*(agt!  — 

<Sie  fctlen  iijn  nt(^t  Ijafcen, 
3)en  freicn,  teutfd)eu  9il)ein, 
(So  tang'  fid)  C^evjen  laben 
^iln  [einem  gcucrtccin; 

So  lang'  in  feinem  Strome 
9?o(^  feft  tie  (^elfen  fte^n! 
So  lang'  fic^  ^o^e  3)ome 
3n  feincni  Spiegel  fei)n  I 

Sie  foUen  i^n  nic^t  l^akn, 
jDen  freien,  teutfd^en  9t^ein, 
So  lang'  tort  !iit)ne  ^nafcen 
Urn  fAlanfe  ^irnen  frei'n; 

So  tang'  tie  ^^loffe  I)cfeet 
(Sin  i^ifd)  auf  feinem  ©runt), 
So  tang'  ein  Sict  nod)  lefcet 
^n  feiner  Sanger  ^DJunb ! 

Sie  f often  i^n  nic^t  l^aben, 
S)en  freien,  beutfc^en  dii^tin, 
33i«  feine  gtut"^  BegraBen 
®e«  te^tcn  SDiannS  ©efcein. 
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So  long  as  calmly  gliding 

It  wears  its  mantle  green, 
So  long  as  oar,   dividing 

Its  mirrored  wave,   is  seen. 

It  never  shall  be  France's 

The  free,  the  German  Rhine ; 

So  long  as  youth  enhances 
His  fervour  with  its  wine. 

So  long  as,  sentrj-  keeping. 

The  rocks  its  margin  st\id, 
So  long  as  spires  are  steeping 

Their  image  in  its  flood ; 

It  never  shall  be  France's 

The  free,  the  German  Rhine, 

So  long  as  festive  dances 
Its  lover-groups  combine. 

So  long  as .  angler  bringeth 

Its  lusty  trout  to  shore, 
So  long  as  minstrel  singeth 

Its  praise  from  door  to  door;  •■ 

It  never  shall  be  France''s 

The  free,   the  German  Rhine, 

Until  its  broad  expanse  is 
Its  last  defender's  shrine. 


408  3o^ann  ©auben^  »on  @ali6. 

1)a5  6rrtB. 

ithextn  1762,  gcjiotbcn  1834. 


^a^  ®xah  tft  tief  unb  fttUe 
Unt>  fc^autier^aft  feiu  dtant) ; 

(S§  tecft  mtt  fci^tDarjer  ^nUt 
Sin  unfcefanntC!?  ?ant>. 

®a«  Sieb  ber  ^fiac^ttgaUen 
Jont  nic^t  in  feinen  (Sc^oo^, 

5)er  ^reunbfc^aft  9fofen  fatten 
9^ur  auf  beS  §uge(8  3)^do«. 

S3er(af|'ne  Sraute  rtngen 
Umfonft  bte  ^panbe  ttjunb; 

®er  Salfen  tlagen  bringen 
9?id^t  in  ber  Stefe  @runb. 

jDoc^  fonft  an  feinem  Orte 
So^nt  bie  etfe^nte  9?ut)' ; 

9iur  buvc!^  bie  bunfle  "ipfovte 
®ei)t  man  ber  ^eimatf)  5U. 

jDa«  arme  ^erj,  tiienieben 
33bn  mancfiem  ©turrn  betoegt, 

©rtangt  ben  n^a^ren  ^rieben 
9?ur  tto  eg  ntc^t  me^r  f(^Iagt. 


I 
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THE  GRAVE. 

Translated  by  "T."  (T  a  it's  Magazine  1S43). 


Ihe  grave  is  deep,   and  stern,   and  still, 
And  terrors  round  its  margin  stand ; 

It  with  a  veil  of  darkness  hides 
The  XJndiscover'd  Land. 

A  silent  realm,   where  never  sounds 
The  voice  of  bird  in  flowing  song ; 

There  friendship's  roses,   fallen  away, 
Are  strewed  in  dust  along. 

The  bride  bereaved  may  mourn  in  vain, 
And  wring  her  hands  in  deep  despair  ; 

Loud  may  the  cry  of  orphans  be ;    — 
No  sorrow  reacheth  there  ! 

Yet  weary  hearts  that  here  below 

Have  struggled  with  the  storms  of  life, 

Long  for  its  everlasting  Peace, 
Untroubled  more  with  strife. 

For  to  us  in  no  other  place 

That  welcome,  looked-for,   rest  can  come ; 
And  only  through  that  Portal  dark 

Man  goeth  to  his  Home. 


HYMN  S. 


(Sin'   fclh   ^urg. 

Dr.  aWortin  Sutler 

gcbctcn  14S3,  gctlotbcn  1546. 


€in'  fefte  S3urg  ift  unfer  ®ott, 
Sin'  gute  Se^r  unb  2Baffen, 
@r  ^ilft  un«  fret  au8  aHer  9Jott>, 
3)ie  un8  je^t  fjat  feetroffen. 
®er  alte  fcofe  i^einb 

aJitt  Srnfte  er'«  ie^t  tnetnt: 
®ro^'  2Kacf)t  unb  »iele  Sift 
®ein'  graufam'  9^iiftung  ift. 


SD^it  unfrer  9Kac^t  ift  nic^tg  get^an, 
2Sir  fmb  gar  bait)  cerloren, 
(58  ftreit't  fiir  un§  ber  recite  9Jtann, 
S)en  @ott  fefbft  ^t  erforen. 
i^ragft  bu,  »er  er  ift? 

(gr  ^ei^et  3efu«  S^rijl, 
^er  §erre  ^thaoti), 

Unb  ift  feiit  anbrer  ®ott, 
®ag  i^elb  mu^  er  be^Iten. 


"A  TOWER  OF  STRENGTH." 

Translated  by  Dr.  Alford,  Dean  of  Canterbury, 


A  Tower  of  strength  is  God  our  Lord, 
A  sure  defence  and  trusty  guard: 
His  help  as  yet  in  every  need 
From  danger  hath  our  spirit  freed : 
Our  ancient  foe  in  rage 

May  all  his  spite  display : 
May  war  against  us  wage, 
And  arm  him  for  the  fray, 
He  that  can  keep  ail  earth  at  bay. 

Weak  is  our  unassisted  power. 
Defeated  soon  in  peril's  hour  : 
But  on  our  side,   and  for  the  right. 
The  man  of  God's  own  choice  doth  fight: 
Jesus,   the  Christ,   whose  Name 

Exalted  is  on  high. 
The  Lord  of  Hosts,   the  same 
That  reigneth  in  the  sky, 
He  giveth  us  the  victory. 


414  •        S.  g.  OeCert. 

6.  5.  ©cOcrt 

gcbotcn  17J7,  gcftotben  1769. 


Wic  gvo§  tft  te§  Mmac^t'gen  ®ute! 

3ft  fcer  etn  9)?enfd),  ben  fie  nic^t  rul)it, 

2;er  mit  oevl^artetem  ©emiit^e 

2)en  ^anf  eiftirft,  ter  i^m  gebii^rt? 

9iein,  feine  Siefce  ya  ermeffen, 

Sei  eting  metne  gvcgte  ^fUdjtl 

!l)er  §eiT  ^at  inein  noc^  nid)t  »ergef[cn; 

SSergtp,  luein  ^ter,,  aud)  feiner  nid)t! 

Ser  I)at  mtc^  trunbevtav  bereitet? 
2!er  @ott,  ber  meinev  ni(i^t  fceCarf. 
2Ber  ^at  mit  Sangmut^  mic^  geleitet? 
Sr,  teffen  diati)  i^  oft  t>erh)arf. 
25[>ev  ftiirft  fcen  gvietcn  im  ©eiDiffen? 
Ser  gicSt  tern  ©eifte  neue  jStaft? 
2Ser  (afet  mid)  fo  toiel  §ei(  gentc^en? 
3ft'!^  nic^t  fein  2lrm,  fcer  aUe»  fdjafft? 

Sc^au',  0  mein  @eift !  in  jene^  8eben, 
3u  n)e(d)em  bu  gefd)affen  fcift; 
2So  t)u,  mit  ."pevrUd^feit  nmgekn, 
®ott  en?ig  fefjn  icirft,  xoit  er  ift. 
XvL  l^aft  ein  9?ec^t  ju  biefen  O^reuben; 
Xurd)  @otte3  @iite  finb  fie  bein. 
i2ie^,  barum  mu^te  C£()viftug  leiben, 
5)amit  bu  tcnnteft  feltg  fein. 
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GRATITUDE. 

Translated  by  *  * 


Mow  great  Jehovah's  love,  how  tender ! 

He  hath  no  heart  who   sits  unmoved, 
Stifling  the  thanks  he  ought  to  render. 

Nor  ever  thinks  that  he  is  loved. 
Yes !   and  that  love  to  fathom,   ever 

Shall  be  my  first,   my  earnest  thought. 
This  mighty  Lord  forgets  me  never  : 

Oh,  then,   my  soul,   forget  ^im  not! 

Who  has  my  wondrous  lot  provided  ? 

The  Lord,   who  had  no  need  of  me. 
Who  has  my  stumbling  footsteps  guided? 

He  whom  I  tried  to  shun  and  flee. 
Who   with  new  strength  revived  my  spirit? 

And  who  this  inward  peace  has  given? 
Who  gives  me  all  things  to   inherit? 

Who,   but  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven ! 

Above  this  life  in  spirit  bounding, 

Behold,  my  soul,  the  heavenly  bliss, 
Where  thou,   God's  glory  all  surrounding, 

Shalt  ever  see  Him  as  He  is  ! 
These  joys  thou  shalt  be  soon  possessing, 

Thy  right  shall  never  be  denied ; 
For,   lo  I   to  win  for  thee  the  blessing. 

The  Saviour  came,   and  lived,   and  died. 


416  S.  g.  ©cflert. 

Unt)  biefen  ®ott  foUt'  id^  nid)t  etiren? 
Unt)  feinc  ®ute  ntd^t  »erftel>ti? 
(gr  jcUtc  rufen,  i(!^  uic^t  ^oren? 
2)en  SBeg,  ten  er  miv  ^eigt,  nic6t  ge'^n? 
Se6t  fcine  2teb'  in  meiner  ®eele, 
©0  tretbt  fie  mtd^  ju  jeber  '^flid^t; 
Unb  06  ic^  \d}on  au§  'Sd)n3ad)^eit  fet)tc, 
^errfc^t  bod^  in  mir  bie  (Siinbe  nic^t. 

£)  ®ott,  la§  beine  ®iit'  unb  Sielbe 
2J?ir  immevbar  t>or  ?lugen  fetn! 
®ie  ftar!'  in  mir  bie  guten  S^viebe, 
SKein  ganjeS  8e6en  bir  ju  weil>n; 
(2ie  triJfte  mid)  jur  ^dt  ber  ®d)merjen, 
<Sic  kite  mid}  jur  3eit  be«  @liid2; 
Unb  fie  Befieg'  in  meinem  §erjen 
!I)ie  ^urc^t  be8  Ie<jten  SlngenblidS! 

„(3>  i)fliipf  t)0(r  ^fitt  unb  3Bunbcu!" 

»)3aut  ©cr^arb 

flcbptcn  ItiOO,  gcjltntcn  1075. 


®  ipaupt  coU  S8Iut  unb  2Bunben, 
35oU  ©djmerj  unb  cotter  Coijn! 
D  ^au^t  jum  <2^)ott  gefcunten 
SDlit  einer  SDornenh-on'! 
D  §au^)t,  bag  fonft  getragen 
®ie  ^ijci^fte  @^r'  unb  ^m, 
®DC^  fd^impflid)  nun  gefd)lagen, 
©egrii^eft  feift  bu  mir! 
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Then  shall  I  not,   in  glad  allegiance, 

To  God  the  Lord  my  homage  pay ; 
And  when  He  calls,   Avith  swift  obedience, 

Go  where  I  see  Him  point  the  way? 
His  love,   within  my  heart  now  reigning, 

Leads  me  to  duties  hid  before  ; 
And  though  I  fail,  through  sin  remaining, 

It  shall  not  have  dominion  more. 

Here,  then,   my  Saviour,  let  me  ever 

More  of  Thy  love  and  goodness  see, 
To  strengthen  every  weak  endeavour 

That  dedicates  my  life  to  Thee ; 
To  cheer  when  sorrow  clouds  my  dwelling. 

To  keep  me  safe  in  joy's  bright  day. 
And  all  my  fears  of  guilt  dispelling. 

To  take  the  sting  of  death  away. 


"AH  WOUNDED  HEAD". 

Translated  by  Miss  Catherine  Winkworth. 

Ah  wounded  Head!   Must  Thou 
Endure  such  shame  and  scorn ! 

The  blood  is  trickling  from  Thy  brow, 
Pierced  by  the  crown  of  thorn, 
Thou  who  wast  crowned  on  high 
With  light  and  majesty, 

In  deep  dishonour  here  must  die. 
Yet  here  I  welcome  Thee. 
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1)a9  fonft,  ter  <2onne  gleld^, 
@eftral)(t  tm  ^eflften  ?id)te, 
2Btc  bift  bu  nun  fo  fclet* ; 
2)etn  93Iicf  mit  tvaft  gefiiaet, 
3)er  fonft  tie  2Belt  gefdirecft, 
2Sie  ift  er  je^t  toevt^iiflet, 
SWit  5)unfcl  ganj  bebecft. 

2)ie  ^arfce  betner  2Bangen 
Unb  betner  Sippen  ^iof^ 
3fl  ^in,  uiib  gans  toevgangen 
Sn  beiner  Sobe^notf^. 
2i>ag  ^t  bem  Sob  gegekn, 
D  Sefu,  btefe  9«ad)t, 
jDa§  er  betn  ^eiUg  Sefcen 
SJerfenft  in  felne  9iac^t? 

O  ^err,  tt)a«  bu  erbulbet, 
3ft  Meg  meinc  Saft: 
3;c^,  tc^  t|ab'  eg  »erfd)ulbet, 
2Ba§  bu  getragen  ^ft. 
<^i)avL  l^er,  i)ter  fte^'  id^  Sinner, 
!t)er  ^oxn  toerbienet  l^at  I 
©icb  mtr,  o  metn  (Srbarmer, 
S)en  %nU[d  beiner  ®nab'! 

Srfenne  mic^,  mein  §uter, 
^IWein  §irte,  nimm  mic^  an. 
3^u  ^ft,  Duett  alter  Outer, 
S5tel  @ute3  mir  get^an. 


CATHERINE    AVINKWORTH.  419 

Thou  noble  countenance ! 

All  earthly  lights  are  pale 
Before  the  brightness  of  that  glance, 

At  which  a  world  shall  quail. 

How  is  it  quenched  and  gone ! 

Those  gracious  eyes  how  dim ! 
Whence  grew  that  cheek  so  pale  and  wan  ? 

Who  dared  to  scoff  at  Him  ! 

All  hues  of  lovely  life, 

That  glowed  on  lip  and  cheek. 
Have  vanished  in  that  awful  strife ; 

The  mighty  One  is  weak, 

Pale  Death  has  won  the  day. 

He  triumphs  in  'this  hour 
When  Strength  and  Beauty  fade  away, 

And  yield  them  to  his  power. 

Ah  Lord,   Thy  woes  belong. 

Thy  cruel  pains,  to  me, 
The  burden  of  my  sin  and  wrong 

Hath  all  been  laid  on  Thee. 

Behold  me  where  I  kneel, 

Wrath  were  my  rightful  lot. 
One  glance  of  love  yet  let  me  feel! 

Redeemer  !   spurn  me  not  I 

My  Guardian,  own  me  Thine ; 
My  Shepherd,   bear  me  home: 
O  Fount  of  mercy,   Source  Divine, 
From  Thee  what  blessings  come ! 
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420  ^>iui  ©cvbarb. 

Dft  ^ft  tu  mid)  gelabet, 
2)Zit  §tmmel8=53rot)  gef^jcift, 
9)ltt  iroft  mid)  veid)  fcegafeet 
Suvc^  beinen  frcufgen  @eift. 

(58  bient  5U  meinen  greuten 
tint  tf)Ut  mir  I)erjlic^  voo^, 
®a§  id>  mi(^  in  tein  Seiten, 
9)iein  ipeil,  i>erfen!en  foil. 
2ld)  fonnt'  id^,   0  mein  Sefcen, 
2ln  beinem  ^reuje  t)ier 
SDiein  Seben  con  mir  gefeen, 
3Bie  »Di)l  gefdia^e  mir! 

5!c^  banfe  bir  ton  ^er^en, 
D  3efu,  liebfter  greunb, 
giir  beine  3;Dbegf(^mer5en, 
jDa  bu'li  fo  gut  gcmeint. 
D  gieb,  baf?  id)  mid)  l)atte 
3u  bir  unb  beiner  Sreu', 
Unb  n>enn  i(^  einft  erfalte, 
3;n  bir  mein  ©nbc  fei. 

Senn  ici^  einmat  foil  fAeiben, 
So  fd)eibe  nic^t  con  mir, 
,;  2Benn  16)  ben  Sob  foil  leiben, 

(So  tritt  bu  bann  l^erfiir; 
Senn  mir  am  aClerbangften 
2Btrb  urn  ba8  ^erje  fein, 
©0  reife  mic^  au«  ben  ^engften, 
traft  beiner  Itngft  unb  ^ein. 


caIhebine  wink  worth.  421 

How  oft  Thy  mouth  has  fed 
My  soul  with  Angels'  food, 
How  oft  Thy  Spirit  o'er  me  shed 
His  stores  of  heavenly  Good. 

Ah  would  that  I  could  share 

Thy  cross,  Thy  bitter  woes ! 
All  true  delight  lies  hidden  there, 

Thence  all  true  comfort  flows. 

Ah  well  were  it  for  me 

That  I  could  end  my  strife, 
And  die  upon  the  cross  with  Thee, 

Who  art  my  Life  of  life! 

My  soul  is  still  o'erfraught, 

O  Jesus,  dearest  Friend, 
With  thankful  love  to  Him  who  sought 

Such  woe,   for  such  an  end. 

Grant  me  as  true  a  faith. 

As  Thou  art  true  to  me. 
That  so  the  icy  sleep  of  Death 

Be  but  a  rest  in  Thee. 

Yes,   when  I  must  depart, 

Depart  Thou  not  from  me  ; 
When  Death  is  creeping  to  my  heart, 

Bear  Thou  mine  agony. 

When  faith  and  courage  sink, 

O'erwhelmed  with  dread  dismay, 
Come  Thou  who  ne'er  from  pain  didst    shrink, 

And  chase  my  fears  away. 


422  ^^"^  ©evbavb. 

SrfdKtne  niir  jum  Scf^Kt'e, 
3um  2;roft  in  metnem  jTob, 
Uut)  la^  mtc^  fe'^n  bein  Silte 
•3n  beiner  .^eujeSnot^: 
®a  iciU  id)  nad)  bir  Hicfen, 
2)a  »iU  ic^  gtau'beneijofl 
gcfl  an  mein  ^erj  bic^  triicfen : 
SBer  fo  ftirfct,  feer  ftirbt  tco^l. 


llun  rut)en  afle  Salbcr, 

iBiet),  9Jlenfd)en,  ©tabf  unfe  ^^olrev, 

(58  fc^Iaft  t)ie  ganje  3Bett; 
3;^r  aber,  meine  (2innen, 
Ituf,  auf!  if)r  foUt  beginnen, 

2Ba8  eurem  ®d)o))fcv  n)oI)(gefafit. 

SSo  bift  t)u,  ©onne,  ijlieben? 
©ie  S^iad^t  Ijat  t)id>  tiertriefcen, 

3)ie  9^ad>t,  be§  2age«  geint). 
i^a^v'  ^in,  etn'  anb're  Sonne, 
3Kein  3fefu8,  meine  Sonne, 

@ax  \)eU  in  meinem  ^erjen  fd>eint. 

®er  Stag  ift  nun  »ergangen, 
®ie  giilb'nen  ©lernlein  ^rangen 
^m  blauen  §immel§faa( ; 


CATHERINE    WINKAVORTH.  423 

Come  to  me  ere  I  die, 

My  comfort  and  my  shield ; 
And  gazing  on  Thy  cross  can  I 

Calmly  my  spirit  yield. 

On  Thee  when  life  is  past, 

My  darkening  eyes  shall  dwell, 
My  heart  in  faith  shall  hold  Thee  fast; 

Who  dieth  thus,  dies  well. 


EVENING  HYMN. 

Translated  by  "  *  ♦  " 

viuietly  rest  the  woods  and  dales, 
Silence  round  the  hearth  prevails. 

The  world  is  all  asleep  : 
Thou,  my  soul,   in  thought  arise. 
Seek  thy  Father  in  the  skies, 
And  holy  vigils  with  Him  keep. 

Sun,   where  hidest  thou  thy  light? 
Art  thou  driven  hence  by  Night, 

Thy  dark  and  ancient  foe? 
Go  1  another  Sun  is  mine, 

Jesus  comes  with  light  divine,  ^ 

To  cheer  my  pilgrimage  below.  flp 

Now  that  day  has  past  away, 

Golden  stars  in  bright  array 

Bespangle  the  blue  sky  : 


424  ^aul  ©erljarb. 

2llfo  »ert)'  i^  and)  ftef)en, 
92?enn  mid)  irtrti  i)ei^en  gef)cn 
3)Zein  ®ott  au3  Ciefem  S^ammevtl^aL 

!l)er  Setb  eilt  nun  jur  9;uf)e, 
?egt  ab  t)a8  tieit)  unt)  3c^uf)e, 

3)a«  Silt)  ter  ©terfelid^fett ; 
Xie  jie^'  id^  au§,  tagcgen 
2Bivt)  (5^riftu§  mlr  aniegen 

^Ten  9?od  ber  S^r'  unt  $errUd)feit. 

2)a«  §aupt,  bie  git^'  unt>  .^ante 
•Sinl)  fvc^,  ta^  nun  '^u  (Snbe 

!Die  3lrfcett  fommen  fct. 
^crj,  freu'  bic^,  bu  foflft  toevtcn 
^om  (Slenb  biefer  (grben 

Unb  con  ber  ®unben=2lrl6eit  fret. 

^Jiun  ge^t,  ii)X  matten  ©Iteber, 
@e^t  f)in  unb  legt  eud>  nieber, 

^er  33etten  i'^v  begef)vt. 
gg  fommen  ©tunb'  unb  B^i^en, 
1)a  man  eud>  it>trb  bereiten 

3ur  9iut)'  ein  SSettlein  in  ber  (5rb'. 

iJlein'  Slugen  fte^'n  »erbrofjen, 
y'  Qm  §ui  finb  fie  gefc^Ioffen ; 

2Bo  6Ieibt  bann  Setb  unb  Seel'? 
^imm  fie  ju  beinen  ©naben, 
(Sei  gut  ^ux  alien  ©diaben, 

®u  3lug'  unb  2Bad)ter  3frael. 


ANO?fTMOtrS. 

Bright  and  clear,    so  would  I  stand, 
When  I  hear  my  Lord's  command 
To  leave  this  earth,    and  upward  fly. 

Now  this  body  seeks  for  rest. 
From   its  vestments  all  undrest, 

Types  of  mortality : 
Christ  shall  give  me  soon  to  wear 
Garments  beautiful  and  fair,   — 
White  robes  of  glorious  majesty. 

Head,   and  feet,   and  hands,   once  more 
Joy  to  think  of  labour  o'er, 

And  night  with  gladness  see. 
Oh,  my  heart,   thou  too  shalt  know 
Rest  from  all  thy  toil  below, 
And  from  earth's  turmoil  soon  be  free. 

Weary  limbs,   now  rest  ye  here, 
Safe  from  danger  and  from  fear, 

Seek  slumber  on  this  bed: 
Deeper  rest  ere  long  to  share. 
Other  hands  shall  soon  prepare 
My  narrow  couch  among  the  dead. 

While  my  eyes  I  gently  close, 
Stealing  o'er  me  soft  repose, 

Who  shall  my  guardian  be? 
Soul  and  body  now  I  leave, 
And  Thou  wilt  the  trust  receive, 
O  Israel's  Watchman  !   unto  Thee. 
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426  "paui  @erbarb. 

2lud^  eud^,  i^r  metne  Stefeen, 
®ott-^eute  ntd^t  fcetritSen 

©in  UnfaU  nod)  @efaf)r; 
@ott  la^  euc^  feltg  f61afeiT, 
<3tett'  eud^  tie  gittfcnen  3Baffen 

Um'e  58ett  unt  feiner  Sngel  <2c^aar. 


,^tcBc,  5jc  bu  micf)  511111  •Btfbc." 

gcborcn  l(j'24,  acftovlH-n  1677. 

£teBe,  bte  bu  ntic^  juni  SitDe 
2)etner  ©ott^ctt  I;aft  gemad;t ; 

Siebe,  tie  tu  midj  fo  mifce 

''Jlaif  bem  i^att  mit  §cil  bebac^t; 

Siek,  bir  ergeb'  id)  mid), 

SDein  ju  fcteiben  etoiglid). 

Siefce,  bie  mi(^  I)at  erfoven, 
(S^'  id^  nocfo  iit"§  2ekn  fam; 

Siefce,  t»e{d)e  9Ken[d)getcren 

9)?eine  ®d)i»ad)^eit  an  fi(^  nal)m; 

Siebe,  bir  ergeb'  id)  mid), 

jDein  ju  fckifeen  etoiglic^. 

Siebe,  bie  burd)  Job  unb  ?eiben 

i^iir  mid^  tjat  genug  getf)an ; 
?iet)e,  bie  mir  ew'ge  f^reuben. 


ANONYMOUS. 

O  my  friends,  from  you  this  day 
May  all  ill  have  fled  away, 

No  danger  near  have  come ; 
Now,  my  God,   these  dear  ones  keep, 
Give  to  my  beloved  sleep. 
And  angels  send  to  guard  their  home  ! 
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MY  BELOVED  IS  MINE,  AND  I  AM  HIS. 

Translated  by  *  * 


Loved  One!   who,  by  grace,  hast  wrought  me 

Somewhat  to  thy  likeness  pure; 
Loved  One!   who,  in  mercy,   sought  me. 

Lost  and  wretched,  blind  and  poor; 
Loved  One  !   hear  me  vow,   this  day, 
To  be  Thine  eternally. 

Loved  One !   who,   in  heaven,  chose  me 

Ere  creation  found  me  here,   — 
Loved  One !   who  once  stooped  so  lowly, 

As  among  us  to  appear; 
Loved  One  !   hear  me  vow,  this  day, 
To  be  thine  eternally. 

Loved  One !   who  endured  such  anguish . 

Who  for  man  so  toiled  and  bled; 
Loved  One  !   who  by  death  did  vanquish 


428  3o^ann  @d)effler. 

^til  unb  (Seltgfeit  gLnt»ann ; 
?ie6e,  bir  ergeb'  id)  nucf>, 
2)ein  ju  bletben  eiingltc^. 

Stebe,  bie  mtt  ^raft  unb  Se6en 
9)?tc^  erfuaet  bitrc^  ta^  SBort; 

?ie6e,  bie  ben  ©etft  ergeBcn 
9}?ir  5um  Sroft  unb  eeelen^ort; 

Stebe,  btr  ergeb'  ic^  mi(^, 

2;ein  ju  bletben  emigUc^. 

Stebe,  bie,  ju  @ott  er^c^et, 
Wix  er^lt,  n)a«  fie  crftritt; 

?te6e,  bie  ftet§  fur  micf)  fleJjet  ;  j, 

Unb  mid;  fraftiglid)  oertritt; 

?te6e,  bir  ergeb'  id)  mid), 

3)ein  ^u  fcleikn  et»ig(ic^. 

^iefce,  bie  mid)  [djit^enb  bedet, 

2Benn  be«  Jobe«  Wad^t  mir  braut; 

Siebe,  bie  mid)  aufenuerfet 

Unb  mic^  fii^rt  juv  .'perrlic^fett ; 

Siebe,  bir  ergeb'  id)  mi^, 

3)ein  ju  feleiben  etoiglidi. 


ANONYMOUS. 

All   my  foes,   and  in  my  stead ; 
Loved  Onel   hear  me  vow,  this  day, 
To  be  Thine  eternally. 

Loved  Onel   who  art  now  bestowing 

Light  and  knowledge,   truth  and  grace  — 

Loved  One !   who  Thyself  art  showing 
As  the  sinner  s  hiding-place  ; 

Loved  One  !   hear  me  vow,  this  day, 

To  be  Thine  eternally. 

Loved  One  !   who  for  ever  loves  me, 
Still  for  me  in  heaven  prays,  — 

Loved  One!   who  my  freedom  gives  me, 
And  the  mighty  ransom  pays ; 

Loved  One  !   hear  me  vow,   this  day, 

To  be  Thine  eternally. 

Loved  One  !  who,  ere  long,  wilt  wake  me 
From  the  grave,   where  I  shall  lie; 

Loved  One !  who,  ere  long,  wilt  make  me 
Sharer  of  Thy  bliss  on  high; 

Loved  One!   hear  me  vow,   this  day, 

To  be  Thine  eternally. 
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430  Soi^ann  ©igmunb  ^unt^. 

„^5  ifl  nocf)  fjttf  ^tt()'  t)or()nnbcn  hm\  -BofRe  (^otta 

•fecbiacr  IV,  9. 

So^onn  Sigmunfc  ^nnti) 

ScbiTcn  1700,  gtftotK-n  1779. 


(Eg  tft  noc!^  etne  9Ju^'  oor^anfcen, 
5luf,  mufceS  ^erj,  unt)  »erbe  St(f)t! 
Du  feufjefl  ^ier  in  tctnen  SBanben, 
Unt)  betne  Sonne  frf^einct  ntd^t. 
Sie^'  auf  tag  !i?amm,  t)a§  bid)  mit  (5^reuten 
!3)ort  »irt)  »or  feinem  Stu^le  icciben, 
iffiirf  t>in  tie  Saft  unb  eif  I)er,u. 
iSalb  ift  ber  fc^tcere  il'ampf  geenbet, 
iBalb  ift  ber  fauve  ?auf  cotlenbet, 
(So  ge^ft  bu  ein  ju  beiner  9iu^'. 

®ctt  l^at  btr  biefe  9?u!^'  erforen, 
^ie  9tul>',  fo  nie  ein  (gnfce  nintmt; 
S^'  nod)  ein  9J?enfc^enfinb  geboren, 
^at  fie  bie  ?ie6'  un§  fc^on  beftimmt. 
jTag  Jammlein  »ottte  barum  fterben, 
Un§  biefe  dlui/t  ^u  ertt»erkn, 
S«  ruft,  e8  lodet  iceit  unb  Sveit: 
■3^r  mitben  <See(en  unb  i^r  ^rommen, 
33erfaumt  nici^t,  ^eute  nod)  ju  fommen 
3u  meiner  9?uf)e  ?ie6(ici^feit. 

So  fomraet  benn,  ii)x  matten  Seelen, 
S)ie  man^e  Saft  unb  33urbe  briidt, 


\ 
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"THERE  REMAINETH  THEREFORE  A  REST 
FOR  THE  PEOPLE  OF  GOD." 

Hebr.  IV,  ft. 

Translated  by  H.  L.  L. 

Yes,   still  for  us  a  rest  remaineth,   — 

Arise,   sad  heart!   let  there  be  light! 
Thou  sighest  here  in  gloomy  bondage. 

Thou  canst  not  see  the  sunshine  bright. 
Look  up  to  Him ,  who  longs-  to  lead  thee 
Where  with  His  own  flock  He  may  feed  thee; 

Cast  all  thy  burdens  on  His  breast. 
Soon  shall  the  conflict  cease,   so  weary,    — 
Soon  shall  the  journey  end,   so  dreary,   — 

And  thou  shalt  enter  into  rest. 

God  has  for  us  the  rest  provided. 

The  perfect,   everlasting  bliss. 
Before  mankind  were  here  created 

His  love  divine  had  planned  for  this. 
And  Christ  our  Lord,  the  cross  enduring, 
A  full  salvation  thus  procuring. 

Now  calls,   inviting  all  around,  — 
"O  come  to  Me !   make  no  delaying, 
But  prove,  my  gentle  call  obeying, 

What  rest  and   love  with  Me  are  found!" 


Come  then,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden, 
By  many  burdens  long  oppressed. 


432  3o^nn  ©igmuub  iiuut^. 

(Silt,  eiU  au§  euveu  ^ummer^lj^len, 
@el)t  nic^t  me^r  !rumm  unb  fe^r  gelnuft. 
3^r  l^abt  beg  Sage§  Saft  getragen, 
jDafiir  la^t  Suc^  bag  Sammletn  fagen : 
■3(^  iinll  felfcft  cure  9ful)e  [etu. 
3^r  feib  fcin  S3oIf,  it)r  ■Sacobttcn, 
Db  ©iinbe,  2Belt  unb  Seufel  unlt^cn, 
(Seib  nuv  getroft  unb  get)et  etn. 

2Ba§  mag  xoo^l  elnen  ittaiifen  lafeen, 
iiSag  ftiivft  ben  miibcn  23}anbergmann  ? 
2Bo  fenev  nuv  ein  33ettlein  l^aben 
Unb  fanft  auf  fcld^eui  vul}en  !ann; 
;:Benn  biefer  fid)  barf  nieberfe^en, 
2ln  einem  frifd^en  33vunn'  erge^en, 
©0  finb  fie  beibe  ^i3d)ft  t>ergniigt. 
©od)  bieS  finb  fuvje  9iut)eftunben ; 
(Sg  ift  noc^  eine  9iuV  erfunben, 
2Bo  man  in  (Sljrifti  airmen  liegt. 

2)a  irivb  man  ^^reubengarben  bringen, 
jDenn  unfve  2^)rdnenfaat  ift  aug; 
D  iceld)  ein  -Oubel  toirb  erflingen, 
Unb  filler  J^on  im  53ater^ug! 
Sd^merj,  ©eufjen,  2eib,  jtob  unb  bevgleidien 
SBirb  muffen  flie^n  unb  toon  un§  i»eid)en; 
2Bir  toerben  aud)  bag  Sammlein  fel)n. 
(Sg  113  ivb  beim  Sviinnleiu  ung  erfvifc^en, 
jDie  2;i;rdnen  toon  ben  Slugen  itoifc^en: 
SBcr  itocijj,  itoag  fonft  noc^  fott  gefd)ef)n. 


ANONYMOUS.  433 

Come  from  your  cells  of  lonely  sorrow, 

And  Christ  himself  shall  give  you  rest. 
Hear  His  own  loving  invitation, 
Accept  His  full  and  free  salvation,   — 

Himself  hath  vanquished  all  your  foes ; 
Now  for  His  people  He  will  take  you, 
Nor  ever  will  your  King  forsake  you, 
Though  Satan  and  his  hosts  oppose. 

Where  does  the  sick  man  find  refreshment? 

Where  does  the  wanderer  seek  repose? 
On  his  low  couch,   in  peaceful  slumber. 

The  sufferer  may  forget  his  woes,   — 
Beneath   a  tree  the  weary  stranger 
In  the  cool  shadow,   safe  from  danger. 

With  thankful  heart  may  rest  awhile  ;   — 
But  brief  the  solace  both  are  sharing ; 
Ah  !    nought  on  earth  is  worth  comparing 

With  rest  in  Jesu's  love  and  smile! 

The  year  of  jubilee  approaches, 

When  tearful  sowing-time  is  past,    — 
Oh  !   what  shall  be  "the  joy  of  harvest" 

Within  the  Father's  house  at  last ! 
When  sighing,   pain,   and  death  are  banished, 
When  all  our  griefs  and  tears  have  vanished, 

When  our  own  eyes  our  Lord  behold! 
In  pastures  green  the  Lamb  shall  feed  us, 
Beside  the  living  waters  lead  us,   — 

Ah  !   who  can  now  the  joys  unfold? 

GoLDScHMiDT,  German  Poetry.  2S 


4S4  So^ann  Sigmuub  tuntfj. 

2)enn  ti^  (Srqutrfung^seit  ift  ta. 

jDie  ©onne  irhb  ung  nicfit  mcf)V  ftec^en, 

'Dag  Samm  ift  feinem  33ol!e  na^. 

(S«  tttll  felBft  unter  i^nen  tt»ot)nen, 

Unb  ifjre  Sveue  luo^t  fce(oI)nen 

3Wit  Sit^t  unb  Sroft,  mit  (Sf)r'  unb  ^vet§. 

(S«  toerben  bie  ©ebeine  griinen, 

3)ev  grope  ©abfeatf)  ift  erfc^ienen, 

!Da  man  oon  feiner  5lvbeit  iijei^. 

!Da  ru^en  xoix,  unb  finb  in  ^rieben, 
Unb  leben  ewig  fovgenlo'8. 
2lc^,  faffet  btefe«  SSort,  i^r  a)?iiben, 
Segt  end)  bem  i^amui  in  feinen  ®d)oo|^ 
^d),  %inc^d  f)er!  2Biv  miiffen  eikn 
Unb  un§  nid>t  tanger  fjter  terweilen, 
!Dort  njartet  fc^on  bie  fro^e  (Sc^aar. 
%aiix  if'm,  mein  @eift,  jum  Subiliren, 
33egurte  bicf>  ^um  Sriump^iren, 
5luf,  auf,  e«  fomnit  bag  ^JJufiejatir ! 
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Hunger  and  thirst  shall  pain  no  longer, 

When  life  undying  is  our  own. 
No  burning  noonday-sun  shall  smite  us, 

Where  Christ  the  Light  of  all  is  known. 
He  dwells  among  His  flock  for  ever, 
Of  every  good  the  bounteous  Giver, 

Repaying  all  their  toils  and  care ; 
From  earth's  dark  graves  to  heaven  ascending, 
They  find  a  Sabbath  never  ending, 

A  rest  eternal,   waits  them  there. 

In  full,   unbroken  peace  reposing,   — 

All  sin  and  sorrow  left  behind,   — 
Hear,   weary  souls,   the  word  of  promise. 

The  balm  for  wounded  heart  and  mind  I 
Ah !   lend  me  wings !   Were  faith  but  stronger, 
How  could  we  bear  to  linger  longer. 

While  dear  ones  call  us  from  above? 
Arise,  my  soul!   begin  preparing 
To  join  their  songs,  their  triumphs  sharing, 

The  jubilee  of  rest  and  love  I 


28^ 


336  2)iattt)ia«  Staubtu?. 

oi'Bcnbfii'b. 

gclnn-cu  174U,  cjcftotbcn  1815. 


5Der  2Konb  ift  aufgegangeii, 

®ie  golfcnen  ©terutem  prangen 

2Im  §immel  ^eH  unb  iiax; 

2)er  2Batt)  fte^t  fc^iDarj  unD  [d}i»eiget, 

Unb  au8  ben  aSiefen  ftctget 

jDer  ivei^e  9ic6cl  ivunbcrbar. 

aSie  ift  bie  2Bett  fo  fttUe, 
Unb  in  ber  jDdmm'rung  ^itHe 
®o  traulic^  unb  fc  t;otb, 
5ll§  eine  ftiHe  tammcr, 
So  il)r  beg  Zaa^ti  hammer 
SBerfc^Iafen  unb  toergeffen  fottt. 

(Se^t  it)r  ben  SJionb  bort  fte^en? 
(Sr  ift  nur  'ijalh  ^u  fe^cn, 
Unb  ift  bod^  rnnb  unb  fd)mt! 
©0  finb  xooifl  mand)e  ©ac^en, 
jDie  t»ir  getroft  »erlad)en, 
SSeil  unfre  3Iugen  fie  nic^t  fef)'n. 

233ir  ftoljen  SOienf^enlinber 
<Sinb  bod>  rec^t  arme  ©iinbev, 
Unb  tuiffen  gav  nic^t  »iet; 
SBir  fpinnen  Suftgef^innfte 
Unb  fuc^en  »iele  ^iinfte 
Unb  fommen  tDeiter  'oon  bem  ^id. 


CATHERINE    AVIXKWORTH. 

EVENING  HYMN. 

Translated  by  Miss  Catherine  Winkw.orth. 

Ihe  moon  hath  risen  on  high 

And  in  the   clear  dark  sky 
The  golden  stars  all  brightly  glow; 

And  black  and  hush'd  the  woods 

While  o'er  the  fields  and  floods 
The  white  mists  hover  to  and  fro. 

How  still  the  earth  !   how  calm  ! 

What  dear  and  homelike  charm 
From  gentle  twilight  doth  she  borrow ! 

Like  to  some  quiet  room, 

Where  wrapt  in  still  soft  gloom, 
We  sleep  away  the  daylight's  sorrow. 

Look  up  ;   the  moon  to-night, 
Shows  us  but  half  her  light, 

And  yet  we  know  her  round  and  fair ; 
At  other  things  how  oft 
We  in  our  blindness  scoff'd, 

Because  we  saw  not  what  was  there. 

We  haughty  sons  of  men 

Have  but  a  narrow  ken, 
We  are  but  sinners  poor  and  weak. 

Yet  many  dreams  we  build 

And  deem  us  wise  and  skilled. 
And  come  not  nearer  what  we  seek. 
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438  9)latt^io«  (Slaubius. 

®ott,  Ia§  tein  $etl  un^  fdjaucn, 

Sluf  ntd}t§  53ergangUd)\^  fcaucn, 

9?tc6t  (gttelfeit  un§  fveu'n! 

Sa^  un§  einfalttg  iDCiten, 

Unb  »or  btr  I)tcr  auf  (Erten 

2Bte  Winter  frcmm  unb  frctjitd?  fcin. 

aScUft  enbUd)  fonber  ©ramen 
2lu8  biefer  SBelt  un«  ne^men 
!Dur(^  eineii  fanften  Zo't> ! 
Unb  ir»enn  bu  un§  genommcn, 
2a§  unS  in  §immel  fommen, 
3)u  Ueber,  treuer,  fronimer  ®ott! 

©0  legt  cvi(tf  benn,  if)r  33ruber! 
3n  ®otte«  Xiamen  niebcr, 
~~-    .       tii^l  ift  ber  Iknbljaud). 

35ei-fd^on'  un8,  ®ott,  mit  ©trafen 

Unb  lap  un§  rutjig  fd)Iafen, 

Unb  unfern  franfen  ^^iad^bar  and)  I 

„-Scm  fcin  naf)e5  (Subc." 
?tu«  be  l(»  iDJottc  J5ouquc'«:  ©introm  unb  fctnc  ©cfdJirten, 

flel'Ptcn  1777,  gcilcrbcn  1S43. 


ttJem  [ein  natjed  (Snbe 

jDuvd)  ^erj  unb  ©Ucbcr  a^nenb  fd)Ieid|t,  ^ 

3)er  hjenbe, 

Ter  wenbe  (£inn  unb  §anbc 

3um  @nabentf)or 

33ertrau'nb  em^^or, 

(So  niac^t'S  bcr  §err  il^m  lei^t. 
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Thy  mercy  let  us  see, 

Nor  find  in  vanity 
Our  joy ;   not  trust  in  what  departs ; 

But  true  and  simple  grow, 

And  live  to  Thee  below 
With  sunny,   pure,   and  childlike  hearts. 

Let  Death  all  gently  come 

At  last  to  take  us  home, 
And  let  us  meet  him  fearlessly ; 

And  when  these  bonds  are  riven, 

Oh  take  us  to  Thy  heaven, 
Our  Lord  and  God,   to  dwell  with  Thee. 

Now  in  his  Name  most  blest 

My  brethren,  sink  to  rest, 
The  wind  is  cold,  chill  falls  the  dew. 

Spare  us,   O  God,   and  keep 

Us  safe  in  quiet  sleep, 
And  all  the  sick  and  suffering  too. 


"WHEN  DEATH  IS  DRAWING  NEAR." 

Translated  from  "Sintram  and  his  companions". 


When  death  is  drawing  near, 
When  thy  heart  shrinks  in  fear, 
And  thy  limbs  fail, 
Then  raise  thy  hands  and  pray 
To  him  who  smoothes  thy  way 
Through  the  dark  vale. 


440  griebrid;  be  k  WlotU  %oixqiii. 

©e^t  3^r'«  im  Often  funfetn? 
^brt  3;^r  bie  (Sng'tetn  fingen, 
jDurd^'g  funge  SDJorgcnrotf) '• 
3^r  war't  fo  tang  im  Dnnfetn, 
9^un  XDiU  (Sud)  .f)ulfe  bvtngen     • 
jDev  gnat)enretd)e  Slob. 
jDen  miipt  3f^r  freunb(id)  grit^en, 
®ann  totrb  er  freunblid)  and), 
Unb  fel^rt  in  Suft  ba^  33u^en; 
©0  ift  fein  alter  33rauc^. 

2Bem  fein  nal^e«  @nbe  % 

T)nx<i}  §ev5  unb  ®(ieber  a^nenb  fc^(eid)t, 

jDer  »enbe, 

jDer  toenbe  (Sinn  unb  §anbe 

3um  ®nabcntt)or 

^ertrau'nb  empor, 

®o  ma^t'g  ber  ^err  i^m  leid^t. 


„^ol)i'  bfii  J^cmtt,  bctt  innc^fjcjen  iionicj  ber  (S^rcn. 

Sottt^im  Steanbcr 

gcbotcn  1640,  gcfiotbcn  1680. 


£o6e  ben  ^erren,  ben  maditigen  tbntg  ber  (Stjren, 
2J?eine  geliekte  <£eele,  t)a^  ift  ntein  33ege§ren. 
tommet  ^u  §auf, 
^falter  unb  ^arfe,  toadji  auf, 
Saffet  bie  9)Jufifam  Ijbren ! 
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See'st  thou  the  Eastern  dawn? 
Hearest  thou  in  the  red  morn 
The  angel's  song? 
O  lift  thy  drooping  head, 
Thou  who  in  gloom  and  dread 
Hast  lain  so  long ! 

Death  comes  to  set  thee  free  ! 

O,  meet  him  cheerily, 

As  thy  true  friend  — 

And  all  thy  fears  shall  cease, 

And  in  eternal  peace 

Thy  penance  end ! 

When  death  is  drawing  near, 
When  thy  heart  shrinks  in  fear, 
And  thy  limbs  fail, 
Then  raise  thy  hands  and  pray 
To  him  who  smoothes  thy  way 
Through  the  dark  vale. 


PRAISE. 
Translated  by  H.  L..  L. 

Jl  raise  to  Jehovah  !    the   almighty  king  of  Creation ! 
Swell  Heaven's  chorus,   chime  in  every  heart,  every. 

nation  ! 

Oh,   my  soul,   awake ! 

Harp,  lute,   and  psalter}'  take, 

Sound  forth  in  glad  adoration  ! 


442  Soac^tm  Sieanber. 

?oBe  ben  ^erren,  bev  fiinftlid)  unfe  feitt  feid^  fceveitet, 
S)er  btr  ©efunb^eit  t>evUet)en,  btc^  freunbUd^  gelettet 

Qn  tr>ie  inel  9M); 

§at  nid)t  ber  gnabtge  ©ott 

Uciev  btr  ^liigel-  gebreitet? 

?obe  ben  §ervcn,  ber  bcinen  ©taub  fid^tbav  gefegnct, 
jDer  au8  bent  §tmmel  mit  Stromen  ber  SicBe  geregnet; 
3)enfe  baran, 

2Ba8  ber  Mmac^tige  fann, 
®er  bir  mit  Stebe  fcegegnet. 


Me  ben  §erren,  n)a§  in  mir  ift,  loBe  ben  9hmen! 

3ltte«,  iDa«  Dbem  "^at,  loBe  mit  ?lbrat)am§  ©amen. 
(gr  ift  bein  Sid^t, 
®eele,  bergij^  C'g  \a  nic^t! 
Sofeenbe,  fdjliejje  mit  ?lmcn. 


•Pfalm  121. 

Siaxl  ©crof. 


et)iit'  bic^  ®ott,  geliefcte^  ^inb, 
3n  beinen  Soden  f))iett  ber  2Binb, 
3)a§  §iinblein  n^ebelt,  fpringt  unb  heiit, 
®etn  2)Jut^  ift  frifd)  unb  fc^iin  bie  SBelt ! 
Se^iit'  bid)  @ott! 
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Praise  to  Jehovah  I  whose  love  o'er  thy  course  is  attending, 
Redeeming  thy  life,  and  thee  from  all  evil  defending. 
Through  all  the  past, 
O  my  soul,   over  thee  cast, 
His  sheltering  wings  were  bending ! 

Praise    to  Jehovah !    whose    fence    has    been    planted 

around  thee, 
Who ,    from  His  heavens ,    with  blessing  and  mercj' 

has  crowned  thee. 
Think,   happy  One  I 
What  He  can  do,   and  has  done, 
Since  in  His  pity  He  found  thee. 

Praise  to  Jehovah!   all  that  hath  breath  praise  Him. 

sing  praises ! 
Bless  God.   O  my  soul,   and  all  that  is  in  me,   sing 

praises ! 
In  him  rejoice. 
Until  for  ever  thy  voice 
The  hymn  of  eternity  raises ! 

GOD  KEEP  MY  CHILD! 

Psalm  CXXI. 

Translated  by  "H.  L.  L." 

(jod  keep  my  child!   the  hour  has  come. 
Thou  goest  forth  from  friends  and  home, 
While  life  and  love  and  hope  are  new 

And  all  seems  bright  that  meets  the  view,  — 
God  keep  my  child  ! 


444  tad  ®ercf. 

33e^ut'  bid)  @ott,  metn  ^erj.tft  fd)iT}er, 
■3i(^  fann  bic^  I^iiten  nimmermel^r, 
S)ocf^  fenb'  tc^  tir  aU  (Sngctoac^' 
©epgette  ©efcete  nac^: 
^e^t'  bt(^  @ott! 

S3e^iit'  btc^  ®ott  an  ®eer  uno  SeiB, 
3)aJ5  9^otI)  unb  (Sd^merj  btr  fevne  bleib' ; 
3)e8  S3ater«  2lug',  ber  miitttx  ^anb, 
®ie  Teid)en  ntd)t  tnS  frembe  2anb ; 
S3ept'  bid^  ©ott! 

Se^ut'  btd^  @ott  an  2et6  unb  ©eel', 
33or  Sitnb'  unb  ®d)anb',  toor  ^aU  unb  i^el)l; 
jDetu  finblid)  ^evj,  t>om  Slrgen  rein, 
£)  ^iit'  e8  n)o^I  njic  Sbelftein; 
S3ept'  ti6)  ®ott! 

33el)ut'  bi(^  @ott,  bie  3BeIt  tft  fd^Iimni, 
33erberblic^  ift  i^r  ^af?  unb  ©rlmm, 
33erberbltd)er  ii)x  ©tanj  unb  ©litcf; 
5Soi^  be§  S?erfuf)rerg  golbneni  Strtrf 
33e^ut'  bid^  @ott! 

^eiiitt'  bi(i^  @ott,  betn  ^er^  ift  fd)tt)ac^, 
^aV  @ott  toor  3Iugen,  Bet'  unb  )xia&/' ; 
©ein  guter  ©eift,   o  ruf  if)n  an, 
Sr  fiil^re  bid^  auf  efcner  33at)n; 
3?ept'  bi(^  @ott! 
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God  keep  my  child !   the  world  is  wide, 
I  may  not  hold  thee  at  my  side, 
But  strong  as  angel  guards  shall  be 

The  earnest  prayers  that  follow  thee,  — 
God  keep  my  child  ! 

A  father's  eye,   a  mother's  hand. 

They  cannot  reach  the  stranger  land, 
But  One  is  ever  present  there, 

I  give  my  treasure  to  His  care,   — 
God  keep  my  child! 


From  all  the  tempters  vari.ed  wiles, 

Temptations  veiled  in  frowns  or  smiles, 
From  evil  men  and  evil  ways, 

Perils  of  dark  or  joyous  days,  — 
God  keep  my  child ! 


Thy  heart  is  weak,   thy  strength  is  small,   — 

Ready  to  stumble  or  to  fall ; 

Oh,   seek  the  Lord's  upholding  power, 
His  Spirit's  help  in  danger's  hour! 
God  keep  my  child ! 


446  tart  ©evot. 

Se^iit'  iid)  @ott,  ein  ftarfev  §ort, 
Sein  ©center  vetd)t  »on  Drt  ju  Dvt, 
©ein  3tnu  gebeut,  fein  2luge  fd^aut, 
@o  treit  ber  ireite  ^tmmel  tlaut; 
Set^ut'  bic^  @Dtt! 

^e^ut'  bid;  @ott,  ein  gutcr  C>i^'t- 
(2etn  ©d^ciflein  ^at  fid)  nie  »evirrt, 
Tlit  -Sacofe  50C5  ev  [d^iil^enb  au§, 
Sobiam  brad^t'  er  fro^  nac^  §au«; 
33ef)iit'  bid?  @ott! 

33e^iit'  bid)  @ott  —  unb  nun  jum  ©c^Iuf?, 
5Bon  2)?unb  5U  3Wunb  ben  te^ten^^u§, 
35on  §er5  5U  ^er^  bag  le^te  2Bort, 
3luf  2Bieber[el)n  ^iev  ober  bort;  ,^...  . 

SBepfbid^  ®olt!  ^T  ' 


1  Sonii3C  17,  5.  6. 

Siaxl  ©crof. 


€lia«  ^auft  al§  ftiaev  ©remit 

3lm  33ad)e  trit^, 

§ier  Birgt  er  fid)  am  frifc^en  2Katbe«fcorn 

33or  2I^a66  3orn, 

^ier  f^ottet  er  am  tn^kn  Siiftenquell 

!Deg  l^eigen  @rimm§  ber  ftoljen  3febel. 
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His  sceptre  all  creation  sways, 
His  will  the  universe  obej'S, 
Within  His  arm,    before  His  sight. 

We  stand,    in  darkness  or  in  light,  — 
God  keep  my  child  I 

Yet  the  Good  Shepherd's  tender  care 
The  feeblest  of  his  flock  shall  share. 
He  who  led  Jacob  in  the  way, 

Still  guides  and  guards,   by  night  or  day,   — 
God  keep  my  child ! 

The  signal  waves,  —  the  hour  has  come, 
Thou  must  go  forth  from  friends  and  home. 
Now  let  the  last  fond  kiss  be  given, 

And  "au  revoir"  in  earth  or  heaven  ! 
God  keep  my  child  I 


BY  THE  BROOK  CHERITH. 

I  Kings  XVII.  5.  6. 

Translated  by  "H.  L.  L." 


-By  the  brook  Cherith,    in  the  evil  hour 

Of  Ahab's  power. 
The  great  Elijah  finds  a  safe  retreat, 

A  refuge  sweet ; 
When  at  the  tyrant's  fury  he  can  smile, 
And  from  his  toil  and  dangers  rest  awhile. 


448  ^avl  ®cvof. 

3)ie  (Sonne  glii^t,  e§  torrt  im  ©ommevbrant 

9?tng§um  bag  2anb; 

tetu  9?egen  fdUt,  e3  lafct  fetn  Sro^fen  Zijau 

jDie  biirre  'lu', 

teiu  33vunn(ein  fUe§t,   lein  33aumlein  !ann  nidjr  ttiil^n, 

2lm  ^rit^  aUein  ba  raufc^t'S  noc^  !ut)I  unfc  gviin. 

*  * 

9^ing«um  tm  Sanbe  fc^veien  fie  na(?^  33rot, 
(gr  i;at  ni(^t  'DiotI>; 

3)ie  9iaben  feringen  tagtic^  mit  ©efveifd) 
3^m  33vot)  unb  i^Ieifd) ; 
©in  (tester  (Snget  iuie  ein  fc^toarjer  ^afc' 
etet>t  ®ott  bent  §errn  ju  ©tenft  al§  @bet!nat'. 

^m  23ad>e  ^it^  ba  ift  e3  jiitt  genug  — 

(Sin  S^ogelflug, 

Sin  9ta6enfd:)rei,  be«  i'iiwen  fern  ©ebriitt,  — 

eonft  mt^  ftiU; 

£)  '^eil'ge  (Stifle,  ^e^re  Sinfamleit: 

3)em  9)Zanne  @otte6  iff  8  urn  bicfi  ntd^t  letb. 

^iev  fil^tt  er  fic!^  im  unerforfc^ten  §ain 

Wit  @Dtt  aflein; 

§ier  tretit  in  iebem  33anm,  in  j[ebem  (Strand? 

i)e§  ®(^i>ijfer«  ^ancf? : 

3)a8  getfenttjal,  ber  ^olie  2BaIb  ringgunt 

S3er!Iart  fid)  iijm  jum  ^e^ren  ^eiligttinm. 

*  *  * 

*  * 

!5)ie  SJJorgentDinbe  ranfc^en  ifjren  '^fatm 

3tn  I'anfc  unb  §a(m, 
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The  noontide  sun  flames  like  a  burning  brand 

O'er  the  parched  land, 
All  nature  faints,   —  the  flowers  forget  to  blow, 

The  streams  to  flow ;    — 
But  here  the  prophet  views  another  scene  — 
By  the  brook  Cherith  all  is  cool  and  green. 

♦  *  * 

*  * 

Through  all  the  land   resounds  a  cry  for  bread,    — 

He  is  well  fed ; 
Each  morn  and  eve  the  ravens  as  they  fly, 

Bring  full  supply ; 
All  creatures  are  God's  messengers;   His  will 
Ravens  or  angels  can  alike  fulfil.  , 

By  the  brook  Cherith  all  is  still  and  lone   — 

A  dove's  soft  moan, 
The  raven's  call,   the  distant  lion's  roar  — 

These  and  no  more. 
Save  summer  breezes  sighing  through  the  wood, 
Disturb  the  calm  and  holy  solitude. 

But  to  the  man  of  God  how  sweet  the  rest, 

The  calm  how  blest ! 
To  hear,   remote  from  strife  and  folly's  noise 

Jehovah's  voice ; 
Deep  full  communion  Avith  Himself  to  hold. 
In  the  great  temple  He  had  built  of  old. 

♦  *  * 

*  * 

Like  sacred  anthems  sounds  among  the  trees 
The  morning  breeze ; 
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450  ^^^^  ®':«^- 

®ie  2l&ent)v6t^e  flammt  aU  0^)fevfcranb 

2118  garfcttrogev  ^altcn  in  ter  ^lac^t 
!Die  ©tenie  ®otte3  ftide  2;enH)eltDac^t. 

!De«  3:aije«  i^iivm,  ber  9)?en[c^en  Suft  unb  ^etn 

SBivb  ^ier  fo  ftein; 

S^ergeffen  ift,  tuaS  fonft  bag  ^erj  feeriidt, 

^en  @etft  umftvidt; 

5d)  fteigc  nteber  in  ber  iffiefen  ©runb 

Unb  bab'  im  Duett  ber  2©at)r^ett  mid)  gefuub. 

©mm,    irenn  and)  bid;  bein  ®ott  in  Biiften  n?ei[t 

Unb  ru^en  t^et^t, 

2Beun  bir  bie  2Belt  oft  fatt  unb  UebeloS 

2)te  >ri)uv  »erfd)(o§, 

!Dahn  baue  bu  al«  [titter  (Sremit 

5)ein  Ajuttlein  bir,  o  greuiib,  am  S3ad;e  ^xiti). 

©ir  ftie^t  ein  trit^  im  gviiuen  2BaIbe8fd?o^ 

33ei  §el«  unb  ^008, 

3)ir  fliept  ein  .slrit^  im  ftitten  tamnierlein 

i8ei  i'ampenfc^ein ; 

3Bo  fid)  ein  ^erje  ftitt  in  ©ott  »erfenft, 

!Da  irirb  e«  au§  bem  33ad)e  ^ritf)  getrcinft. 

Unb  tuenn  ba8  ^adjlein,  ba§  bid)  ftitt  cergniigt, 
3ule^t  toevfiegt, 
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The  western   skies  glow  as  the  sun  retires, 

Like  altar  fires  ; 
The  stars  look  down  through  the  long  silent  night, 
Like  holy  watchers  with  their  torches  bright. 

Oh,   happy  still  the  prophet's  lot  to  share, 

And  place  ol  prayer ! 
By  a  vain  world  forgot,   alone  with  Thee, 

Our  God,   to  be ! 
Beside  the  fountains  of  all  truth  to  go 
And  bathe  the  soul  where  living  waters  flow  ! 

Then  in  the  wilderness,   when  called  from  toil, 

To  rest  awhile  — 
When  the  world  turns  away  with  closing  door. 

And  smiles  no  more  — 
Then,   brother,   hear  the  Master's  kind  command, 
By  the  brook  Cherith  meekly  take  thy  stand. 

In  nature's  solitudes  —  the  forest  glade. 

The  mountain's  shade,   — 
In  the  lone  chamber,   by  the  lamp's  pale  light. 

Or  moonbeams  bright,   — 
Wherever  God  is  sought  in  lowly  prayer, 
By  the  brook  Cherith  He  can  meet  thee  there. 

And   when  the  ravens  fail  to  bring  supply. 
The  stream  is  dry, 

29* 
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Unb  iuenn  tcr  ipevr  auS  beinem  f^rieben^^ett 

!I)anii  fte^'  al«  ©otte^  i!iicd)t  mit  greuren  auf 
Uut  vicfcte  [tvacfg  gen  B^^^T'^t  beinen  Sauf. 


1  ai!ofc«  29. 

5tarl  @crot. 


3»et  ^ilgev  get)n  tm  Tiammergrau 
@e^eimnt§t>ott  burc^  f^elt  unb  5lu'. 

3lm  ^tnimel  glanjt  ber  SQiorgenfteni, 
^oc^  fcf)tt)eigt  bte  (Srbe  nat;  unb  fcvn. 

Unb  fc^tocigenb  get)n  bte  SBanbrer  fort, 
Unb  fciner  [prtd)t  ein  lauteg  2Bovt. 

®cr  (Sine  toie  ber  SJiorgen  flar, 

SD'iit  rofigen  2Bangen  unb  golbenem  §aar. 

^Der  2lnbre  njurbig  ton  @efta(t, 
^on  filbemei^em  23art  mniBaflt. 

®o  fromm  unb  fro^tid*  Uidt  ba«  tinb, 
@8  fpielt  fein  §aar  im  SOZorgennnnb. 

3)ei-  lite  gel^t  fo  tief  gefciidt, 
2ll«  ob  if)n  fd|tt)eve  33urbe  briidt. 

®er  ^naBe  auf  ben  ©djultern  tragt 
®a8  ^c\7j,  sum  Dpferbranb  jertegt. 


ANONYJIOUS.  45*.J 

And  to  the  battle-field,    or  harvest  plain, 

Christ  calls  again  — 
Then  the  new  summons  with  new  strength  obey. 
And  to  Zarephath  gladly  take  thy  way. 


MORIAH. 

Gen.  XXIX. 

Translated  by  H.  L.  L. 

Iwo  pilgrims  journey  along  the  way. 
Far  in  the  East,    by  the  twilight  gray. 

Faintly  above  shines  the  morning  star ; 
Earth  is  in  silence,   near  and  far. 

Silent  the  voices  of  breeze  or  bird  ; 

Silent  the  pilgrims  —  they  speak  no  word. 

One  is  *a  youth,   like  the  morning  fair, 
With  rosy  cheeks  and  with  golden  hair  ; 

The  other  of  aspect  calm  and  high 

A  snow-white  beard,   and  an  eagle  eye. 


Lightly  the   boy  gazes  all  around, 
Sadly  the  man's  eyes  seek  the  ground. 


On  the  lad's  shoulder  wood  is  laid, 
(Of  such  is  the  fire  on  the  altar  made); 
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®er  SUte  tvagt  ten  OvferftalU, 
S)er  fuiilelt  rot^  im  grut;Ud)tftvat)L 

®er  ^nafce  ju  toent  Skater  f priest, 
Itnti  ^cfct  em^or  fcin  ^olt)  ©efic^t: 

„®a§  §0(5  jum  D)^fer  ^b'  id)  I)ier, 
Sag,  33ater,  ido  ba3  D^'»fertl)icv?" 

jDer  35atev  5U  beni  tnafeen  f^vtc^t, 
lint)  tventet  afe  fein  trub  ©efic^t : 

..•DaS  ^ammletn  njirb  t'^m  @ott  erfebu, 
9)?ein  (So^n,  laf?  fcu  nn8  fiirba^  get^n.' 

Unb  fd^n^etgenb  gef)n  fctc  '^ilgcr  fort, 
Unt)  feincr  j))rtc^t  etn  lauteS  2Bort. 

®a«  ift  ter  S3ater  5lfcra^am 
2)iit  3;faaf,  feinem  D^fevlamm; 

9JJit  3tfaaf,  feinem  einj'gen  ®ot)n,  • 
Wit  fetne«  ^Hterg  Snft  unb  .^ron'. 

SKand)  fc^iveven  ®ang  t^at  er  getl^an, 
jToc^  fctner  fani  fo  fdjiuer  ti)m  an. 

2)oc^  n)iE  er  auc^  nod)  biefen  gel^n, 
2Sag  @ott  geBeut,  bag  mu§  gefd^etjn. 

3um  33crg  ajiortja  ftetgt  er  auf, 
®a§  ift  be«  @laufcen§  ^ilgerlauf. 


2Bo^(  iDaUen  nod)  jmn  gletc^en  3iel, 
3um  Dpferberg  ber  "^tlger  Diet ; 
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The  father  carries  a  dagger  bright ; 
It  glimmers  red  in  the  morning  light. 

Now  to  his  father  speaks  the  boy, 
Lifting  his  face  of  light  and  joy: 

"Father,   we  carry  the  wood  and  knife  ; 
Where  is  the  lamb  that  must  yield  its  life?" 

Then  to  the  son  does  the  father  say, 
Turning  his  sorrowful  face  away,   — 

"God  will  provide  Him  a  lamb,   my  son." 
So  in  the  silence  they  journey  on. 

This  is  Abraham,   the  saint  of  old; 
That  is  his  Isaac,   long  foretold  — 

Isaac,   the  joy  of  his  heart  and  eyes. 
Claimed  by  his  God  for  ^  sacrifice! 

Abraham  knows  many  a  weary  way, 

But  none  like  this  which  he  takes  to-day, 

Yet  will  he  tread  it,   faltering  not, 
On  to  the  heaven-appointed  spot. 

See  in  the  distance  Moriah  rise ! 
There  is  the  mount  of  sacrifice ! 

Up  its  steep  places  the  pair  ascend ; 
There  shall  Faith's  jo,urney  find  an  end» 


Still  the  procession  moveth  on  — 
Many  in  Abraham's  steps  have  gone ; 
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(Sie  ge^  aUetne,  ^aar  itnb  X^aax, 
Qn  hxavmm  Socfeii,  grauem  ipaar. 

®ovt  ge^t  mit  [einciS  ^erjeuS  ^von' 
Sin  S3ater  mit  tjem  ein^'gen  @Df)n. 

jDa  tragt  bie  SOJuttev,  Widj  fon  i^avm, 
3f^r  toei^e^  Sammtein  in  fcem  %xm. 

Unb  iener  trdgt  eiti  ^xm^  mit  @d)mev5, 
Unb  biefer  tragt  ein  fdwereS  ^erj. 

®ie  toanbern  ftitt  be«  2Bege§  fort, 
Unb  feiner  fpridjt  cin  frotieg  SBort. 

Unb  fraget  eiuS:  tvie  unb  icarum? 
<Sd  bleibet  (Srb'  unb  §immel  ftumm. 

S35ag  ®ott  ge'beut,  ba§  mu^  gefct)el;n, 
®a§  2lnbre  wirb  ber  §ert  oerfe^n. 

jDrum  bringe  bu  bein  £)pfer  [till, 
Unb  fiige  bid^,  toie  @ott  eg  xo'iU. 

X)rum  tragc  nur  unb  frage  nid^t, 
SDrum  ttage  nur  unb  jage  nid)t. 

Unb  njar'g  aud)  bunfel  nat)  unb  fern 
3lm  $iimme(  gtanjt  ein  9JJorgenfteru, 
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Golden  ringlets   and  locks  of  snow, 
Still  together  we  see  them  go, 

With   weary  footsteps  and  weeping  eyes, 
Up  to   the  mount  of  sacrifice. 

Yonder  a  father,   with  silver-hair, 
Leading  his  Isaac,  young  and  fair ; 

Yonder  a  mother,   sad  and  pale, 
Hushing  her  infant's  feeble  Avail ; 

Silent  and  slow  their  treasures  they  bear. 
To  lay  them  bound  on  the  altar  there, 

And  if  one  questions,   how  or  why? 
Heaven  nor  earth  will  make  reply. 


What  thou  demandest,   Father,  see ! 

We  bring  it  —  and  leave  the  rest  to  thee. 

Onward,    sad  pilgrims !    surrender  all ; 
Question  not  at  the  Master's  call. 


See  in  the  distance  Moriah  rise  ! 
There  is  the  mount  of  sacrifice ! 
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®ev  mxt  5um  D^^fevter^  I^tiutuf; 
S)a8  tjl  be«  @Iauben§  ^ilgeilauf. 


Ser  fteiijt  »om  D^ferBerg  ^erab? 
(Sin  fel'gev  @rct§,  ein  fro^ev  ^nab'. 

^a«  ift  fccr  SBater  Slbra^am 
SJiit  3ifaaf,  feincm  Dpfcrlamm, 

SOJtt  3faaf,  [etnom  einj'gen  ®oI)n, 
9J?it  feincS  3lltei\^  i'lift  unfc  tvon'. 

®r  fill^it  ben  i^nafcen  an  feev  §ant), 
@en  §immel  ift  fein  23lic!  gcmanbt. 

jDer  2lu§gang  tt>ar  fo  tritb  nnt)  fc^tcer, 
So  fro^Uc^  ift  tie  SBieberfet^r. 

3)er  ^QiJorgen  grant  in  ©org'  unt>  S'Jot^, 
So  felig  gtii^t  ba§  2l6enbrot^. 

3)er  eio'ge  @ott  ift  fronim  nnb  gnt, 
dx  biirftet  nid)t  nad)  9}ienfd)cnt)lut. 

(Sv  t)at  fein  C^fer  fd;on  erfe^n, 
jDu  3)?enfd)enfinti  fottft  frei  auggc^n, 

Unb  njer  fein  Sie6fte«  nid^t  ccrfd^ont, 
®ief)t  I)imm(ifd)  feine  Sren'  belotjnt. 

<So  ttiet  am  §innnel  ©terne  fte'^n, 
So  oiel  foU  %hxani  Winter  fe£)n.  — 
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Up  its  steep  places  by  faith  ascend ; 
There  shall  the  journey  find  an  end. 


Who  are  descending  the  mountain-way? 
A  smiling  youth  and  a  patriarch  gray. 

This  is  Abraham,   the  saint  of  old ; 
That  is  his  Isaac,  long  foretold  — 

Isaac,   the  joy  of  his  heart  and  eyes. 
Claimed  by  his  God  for  a  sacrifice. 

The  father  holds  by  the  hand  his  boy. 
And  looks  up  to  heaven  in  speechless  joy. 

Sad  was   their  upward  path  at  morn. 
Light  are  their  8tei>S  as  they  now  return : 

Darkly  and  sadly  the  morning  rose, 
Joyful  and  bright  will  the  evening  close. 

Still  and  for  ever  the  Lord  is  good ; 
He  asks  for  faith,   and  not  for  blood. 

God  for  himself  does  the  lamb  supply; 
One  mighty  victim  shall  bleed  and  die. 

And  he  who  his  dearest  gave  to  the  Lord, 
An  hundred-fold  shall  receive  reward  : 

Countless  the   stars  that  in  heaven  we  see, 
So  shall  the  children  of  Abraham  be  I 
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!Drum  trage  bit  unt>  frage  nid)t, 
T>rum  ttJdge  tu  unt>  3viv3C  ntd)!. 

®er  e»'ge  ®ott  ift  fromm  unt»  gut, 
(Sr  tt)iK  betn  ^^erj  unb  nic^t  fcein  S3(ut. 

^a«  @otte§Iamm  ift  fd)cn  evfe^n 
Unb  bu  follft  fret  unb  lebtg  ge^n. 

(Sein  Sobe^gang  uitb  £)^)ferfc(ut 
2)^ac^t  att  betn  ^eit,5  unb  ©d^aben  gut. 

Unb  tcenn  bein  .^erj  »or  ■3amnier  brad) 
!2)er  ^err  tergttt  btr'g  taufenbfac^. 

jDa  broben  glanjet  Stern  an  ©tern, 
Xa§:  finb  bie  2:roftungen  i>om  §errn. 

,t)ter  ift  be§  @(au6en§  "il^ilgerlauf 
Unb  brofcen  gef|t  ba§  Sc^auen  auf. 
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Tremble  not  —   doubt  not   —  venture  all ', 
Question  not  at  the  Master's  call. 

Still  and  for  ever  the  Lord  is  good   — 
He  asks  our  heari.   and  not  our  blood, 

One  mighty  victim  by  faith  we  see. 
So  may  the  children  of  men  go  free. 

With  breaking  hearts  to  the  mount  we  come  : 
With  strange,  deep  joy  He  can  send  us  home,  — 

Yes,   and  an  hundred-fold  repay 

All  He  has  asked  for  and  called  away. 

Countless  the  stars  in  the  heaven   above  : 
Countless  the  comforts  of  Jesus"  love  ! 


462  S"i-"i  Sotjann  W^'^PP  ^pitta. 

"^ex  3m  iU'iinct  bic  Scineii. 
6atl  3ot>ann  *^J^iUpp  Spitta 

gcbcicn  ISOl,  gctlorben  1851*. 


(E«  fennt  tcr  §err  tie  Seinen 
Unb  f)at  [ie  ftct«  gefannt, 
®ie  @ro§en  unb  tie  ^(ctnen 
3n  jetem  33clf  unb  Sanb, 
(Sr  laJ3t  fie  nid)t  cerbevben, 
(5r  fii^vt  fie  ani  unt)  ein ; 
•3m  Seben  unb  im  ©terben 
©iiib  fie  uub  bleiben  fein. 

Sr  fennet  feine  (2d)aareu 
%nx  ©lauben,  bev  iud)t  fd)aut, 
Unb  boc!^  bem  Unfici^tbaren, 
2(18  fdV  er  it)n,  certraut; 
3}er  au8  bem  Sort  j^ejeuget, 
Unb  burd^  ba6  2Bort  fic^  iial)rt, 
Unb  cor  bem  2Bovt  fid)  beuget, 
Unb  mit  bem  Sort  fid)  nse^rt. 

(Sr  f'ennt  fie  al«  bie  <Seinen 
3ln  t^rer  i>ffnung  5!}tutt), 
®ie  fro{)Ud)  anf  bem  Sinen, 
®a^  er  ber  §t^i'^  'ft'  ^"^^ 
3fn  feiner  aBaf)rf)eit  ©(an^e 
2id)  fonne  frei  unb  fii^n 
^ie  njunberbare  ^flanje, 
Xk  immerbar  ift  griin. 
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THE  LITTLE  FLOCK. 
Translated  by  X.  X. 


He  knoweth  all  His  people,    — 

From  everlasting  knew,    — 
The  greatest  and  the  smallest, 

The  many  and  the  few. 
Not  one  of  them  shall  perish  ; 

He  guardeth  each  alone  : 
In  living  and  in  dying 

They  shall  remain  His  own. 

The  little  flock  He  knoweth,   — 
Who,   though   by  faith,    not  sight 

Th'  Invisible  are  seeing, 
And  trusting  in  His  might. 

Born  by  His  word  of  power, 
And  nourished  by  that  word  ; 

Within  His  storehouse  finding 
I  The  armour  of  their  Lord. 

And  thus  He  knows  His  people,    — 

By  hope  so  bright  and  blest. 
By  faith  that  can  its  burden 

Upon  the  Saviour  rest ; 
And  by  the  look  of  gladness, 

Where  truth  shines  forth  serene, 
That  plant  that  ever  weareth 

An  amaranthine  green. 
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Sr  fennt  fie  an  tev  ?tebe, 
jDte  feiner  Sick  i^rudH, 
Unb  bie  mit  lautrem  Sviefce 
^ifxtt.  ju  gefaUen  fucf)t; 
®te  ^nbren  fo  fcegegnet, 
2Bie  ev  ba^  ipevj  ktt)ei3t; 
®ic  fegnet,  tuie  er  fegnet, 
Unb  tragi,  toie  ev  fie  tvdgt. 


<So  fennt  bcr  §cvv  btc  <2etnen, 
2Bie  er  fie  ftetS  gelannt, 
S)te  ©roj^en  unb  bie  ^leinen, 
Qn  iebem  S^olf  unb  ?anD ; 
%m  2Ber!  ber  ©nabentrtefce 
®urd)  feineS  ©eifte^  Start', 
3ln  ©lanfcen,  .*pcffnnng,  Stebe, 
2I(§  feiner  @nabe  2Ber!. 

®o  t)ilf  una,  §err,  jum  ©lauben 

Unb  l)alt'  un8  feft  bafeei; 

Vafe  nid)t8  bie  §offnung  rauBen; 

®te  Siefee  fierjlid)  fei. 

Unb  tDixb  ber  Stag  erf^einen, 

T>a  bid)  bie  293elt  irirb  fef)n, 

So  la^  ung  al8  bie  !J)einen 

3u  beiner  ^ed)ten  fte^n. 
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He  knows  them  by  their  loving  — 

The  fruit  of  His  own  love, 
And  by  their  earnest  longing 

To  please  their  Lord  above ; 
By  their  long-suffering  patience, 

When  others  work  them  ill ; 
By  blessing  as  He  blesseth, 

And  bearing  all  His  will. 

And  thus  He  knows  His  people,  — 

From  everlasting  knew,   — 
The  greatest  and  the  smallest. 

The  many  and  the  few. 
Where  His  own  spirit's  working 

In  gracious  power  is  seen ; 
By  faith,   hope,   love  abounding. 

Where'er  His  step  has  been. 

So  help  us,   Lord,   we  pray  Thee, 

Our  goings  thus  uphold, 
That  none  of  glory  rob  us. 

Nor  make  our  love  grow  cold ; 
That  when  the  day  of  wonder 

lleveals  Thy  judgment  throne, 
We  may  look  up  rejoicing. 

Since  numbered  with  Thine  own. 
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GtttI  3«)l)onn  *^3f>iltpp  ©pitta. 

€8  5tef)t  etn  ftiKer  Sngel 
'I)urc^  tiefeg  (Srfcenlanb, 
3um  Sroft  fiir  Srfcenmdngel 
^at  i^n  fcer  ^err  gefanbt. 
5n  feinem  Slicf  ift  i^rieben, 
Unt  ntilbe,  fanfte  §iiiti, 
D  fo(g'  tl)m  ftet^  ^ientebeu, 
!Dem  (gngel  ber  @ebulb! 

(Sr  fu^rt  bid)  immer  treuUc^ 
'^ux&f  alleg  (grbenleib, 
Unb  rebet  fo  erfreuUc^ 
^on  einer  fd)i3nern  ^tit. 
jDenn  tuillft  bu  ganj  tjerjagen, 
v^at  er  boc^  guten  Wnti) ; 
Sr  I)ilft  bag  ^eu5  bir  tragen, 
Unb  mac^t  nod>  Meg  gut. 

(Sr  mad^t  ju  Unber  SBe^mutf) 
!Den  I)erfcften  (See(enfd)mers, 
Unb  taud)t  in  ftiUe  3)emutl^ 
jDag  ungeftiime  ^erj. 
*  (Sr  ntac^t  bie  finftre  ©tunbe 

5lIImalig  icieber  tjett, 
Sr  fieilet  jebe  2Bunbe 
@en)i§,  tcenn  auc^  nic^t  fd)nell. 
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THE  ANGEL  OF  PATIENCE. 

Translated  by  H.  L.  L. 


A  gentle  angel  walketh 
Throughout  a  world  of  woe, 
With  messages  of  mercy 
To  mourning  hearts  below, 
His  peaceful  smile  invites  them 
To  love  and  to  confide, 
O  follow  in  His  footsteps, 
Keep  closely  by  His  side! 

So  gently  will  He  lead  thee 
Through  all  the  cloudy  day, 
And  whisper  of  glad  tidings, 
To  cheer  the  pilgrim's  way, 
His  courage  never  failing, 
When  thine  is  almost  gone, 
He  takes  thy  heavy  burden. 
And  helps  to  bear  it  on. 

To  soft  and  tearful  sadness 
He  changes  dumb  despair, 
And  soothes  to  deep  submission 
The  storm  of  grief  and  care ; 
Where  midnight  shades  are  brooding, 
He  pours  the  light  of  noon, 
And  every  wound  He  healeth, 
Most  surely,   if  not  soon. 

30* 
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6r  3urnt  nic^t  bcinen  !II)vanen, 
SHknn  er  bid)  trijften  will; 
(gr  tabelt  nid)t  tein  ©e^nen, 
9iur  mac^t  ev'«  fromm  unt)  ftiU. 
Unb  toenn  im  ©turme^tobeu 
S)u  murrent)  fragft:  warum'^ 
(So  beutet  er  nad^  o6en, 
ay^ilb  lad^etnb,  akr  ftumm. 

Sv  ^t  fur  iebe  i^ragc 
9iic^t  3lnttDort  gleid)  bcveit, 
®ein  SSa^lf^JX-uc^  t)ei|3t:  evtvage, 
2)ie  9?u^ftatt  ift  ntc^t  toeit! 
®o  ge^t  er  bir  jur  ®eite, 
Unb  rebet  gar  nid)t  mi, 
Unb  benft  nur  in  bie  2Beite, 
3ln'«  fc^one,  gro^e  ^ki. 


aotl  So^ann  *^t)ilipp  Spitto. 

0^8  giefct  ein  Sieb  ber  \!ieber, 
3)a«  fingft  bu  imtner  wieber, 
2Benn  bu  eg  einmal  fingen  lernft; 
tein  SKenfd)  ^at  e8  erfonuen, 
®a«  Sieb  fo  reid^  an  SBonnen, 
Unb  bod)  jo  (e^rreid),  tief  unb  emft. 


ANONYMOUS.  469 


He  will  not  blame  thy  sorrows, 
While   He  brings  the  healing  balm, 
He  does  not  chide  thy  longings, 
While  He  soothes  them  into  calm  ;  ' 
And  when  thy  heart  is  murmuring, 
And  wildly  asking,   why? 
He,   smiling,  beckons  forward. 
Points  upward  to  the  sky. 

He  will  not  always  answer 

Thy  questions  and  thy  fear. 

His  watchword  is,   "Be  patient. 

The  journey's  end  is  near!" 

And  ever  through  the  toilsome  way, 

He  tells  of  joys  to  come, 

And  points  the  pilgrim  to  his  rest. 

The  wanderer  to  his  home. 


THE  SONG  OF  SONGS. 

Translated  by  X.  X. 


Ihere  is  a  song  now  singing, 
Catch  but  its  sweet  beginning, 

And  you  will  still  its  notes  prolong  : 
For  ever,  ever  learning, 
Yet  never  quite  discerning 

The  deep,   full  meaning  of  the  song  ! 


\ 


J 

4^(^K  CEort  So^aitn  ^^iU:p^  <S)5itta. 

©«  fingt  i>on  einer  Siebe, 
S3or  t>er  be^  i^e6en6  SritSe 
2Bie  9JefeeI  »or  ter  Sonne  ftie^t. 
2Bte  n>etd)en  aUe  SAmer^en, 
2Benn  man  [o  ved)t  »on  $)ev^en 
Slnfttnimen  fann  l>a8  fd>cne  Stet) ! 
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It  tells  of  love  undying, 

Before  which  grief  is  flying, 
Like  mists  swept  by  the  sun  along. 

Oh  1   how  earth's  sorrow  leaveth        , 

The  heart  that  here  receiveth 
The  holy  music  of  that  song ! 


/ 


NOTES. 


Iienore  (Ellenore),  by  G.  A.  Buerger,  translated  by  Wil- 
liam Taylor,  of  Norwich. 
This  translation  was  first  published  in  the  second  number 
of  the  Monthly  Magazine  for  1796.  Mr.  Taylor  wrote, 
with  regard  to  the  deviations  from  the  original  which  cannot 
fail  to  strike  the  Reader ,  as  follows :  ''In  the  original  the 
emperor  and  empress  have  made  peace ,  which  places  the 
scene  in  southern  Germany ;  and  the  army  in  returning  home 
triumphant.  By  shifting  the  scene  to  England  and  making 
William  a  soldier  of  Richard  Lionheart,  it  becomes  necessary 
that  the  ghost  of  Ellenore ,  whom  Death,  in  the  form  of  her 
lover,  conveys  to  William's  grave,  should  cross  the  sea. 
Hence  the  splash  of  the  xxxix  and  other  stanzas ,  of  which 
there  is  no  trace  in  the  original ;  of  the  tramp  !  tramp !  there 
is.  I  could  not  prevail  on  myself  to  efface  these  words,  which 
have  been  gotten  by  heart ,  and  which  are  quoted  even  in 
Don  Juan ;  but  I  am  aware  that  the  translation  is  in  some 
respects  too  free  for  a  history  of  poetry  etc.  etc."  [Historic 
Survey  of  German  Poetry,  interspersed  with  various  Trans- 
lations, by  W.  Taylor,  of  Norwich.  3  vols.  London,  1829.] 
The  following  anecdote ,  referring  to  Taylor's  ''Ellenore"  is 
told  in  a  letter  from  Miss  Aikin  to  Mr.  Murch,  dated: 
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Hampstead,  December  20th  1841. 


"A  remarkable  anecdote  belongs  to  his  (Taylor's)  in- 
comparable version  of  "Lenora"  which  I  heard  from  the 
lips  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  himself,  as  he  was  relating  it  to 
Mrs.  Barbauld.  After  reminding  her  that  long  before  the 
ballad  was  printed  she  had  carried  it  with  her  to  Edinburgh, 
and  read  it  to  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart.  'He',  said  Scott,  'repeated 
all  he  could  remember  of  it  to  me ,  and  this  ,  Madam ,  was 
what  made  me  a  poet.  I  had  several  times  attempted  the 
more  regular  kinds  of  poetry  without  success ,  but  here  was 
something  that  I  thought  I  could  do.'  —  A  translation 
capable  of  lighting  up  such  a  flame ,  certainly  deserves  all 
the  praise  of  an  original ;  indeed  no  one  could  guess  it  to  be 
any  other;  so  racy  and  idiomatical  in  the  old  English  in 
which  he  has  clothed  it."  [A  memoir  of  the  life  and  writings 
of  the  late  William  Taylor ,  of  Norwich ,  etc. ,  compiled 
and  edited  by  T.  W.  Roberts,  F.  G.  S.,  of  Norwich.  2  Vols, 
London,  1843]. 

p.  04.  Zueignung  (zu  Goethe's  Gedichten) ;  translated  by 
Theodore  Martin  and  the  late  Prof.  A y t o u n. 
The  Reader  is  asked  to  compare  the  cold  verdict  of  the 
accomplished  Translators ,  as  recorded  in  the  Book  from 
which  the  Translation  is  taken,  with  the  eloquent  praises  of 
Adolf  Stahr,  who  *  likens  the  introductory  poem  to  a 
lofty  vestibule  leading  to  some  glorious  temple ,  and  im- 
pressing every  one  Avho  enters  at  once  with  a  sense  of  awe- 
inspiring  perfect  grandeur. 


Goethe's  Frauengestal ten.     Berlin,   1800. 
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p.  10().  Zigeunerlied  [Goethe],  translated  by  the  late 
Dr.  Anster. 
This  translation  appeared,  in  1837,  in  Xeniola,  under 
the  title  "Nursery  Rhymes."  It  is  somewhat  free,  but  very 
spirited.  ^Wehrwolf  ",  is,  oddly  enough  ,  ti*an slated  by 
war-wolves,  instead  of  werewolves.  Goethe,  of  course, 
alludes  to  that  terrible  superstition  —  Lycauthropy: 
according  to  which  human  beings  could  change ,  or  be 
changed,  into  wolves,  and  would  assume  not  only  the  shape, 
but  the  lust  and  rapacity  of  these  animals.  I  beg  to  refer  any 
Reader  who  is  interested  in  the  subject  to  the  Reprint ,  by 
the  Early  English  Text  Society ,  of  William  of  Palerne ,  or 
William  and  the  Werewolf,  edited  by  Mr.  Skeat ;  or  to  Mr. 
S.  Baring-Gould's  "Book  on  Werewolves." 

p.  114.  Erlkonig  (Goe</*e),  translated  by  Peter  Gardner. 
The  simple,  homely  beauty  of  Mr.  Gardner's  version, 
which  appeared  some  years  ago  in  the  Scotsman,  and 
was  largely  re-printed  in  the  United  States  ,  reproduces  the 
German  tone  with  wonderful  accuracy.  Mr.  Theodore  Mar- 
tin's matchless  Translation,  as  well  as  Sir  Walter  Scott's 
version,  are,  without  doubt,  known  to  the  Reader.  M.  E  m  i  1  e 
Deschamps,  deservedly  famous  for  his  translation  of 
"Romeo  and  Juliet",  has  written  the  following  fine  imitation  : 

Qui  done  passe  a  cheval  dans  la  nnit  et  le  vent ' 

C'est  le  pdre  avec  son  enfant. 
De  son  bras  crisp^  de  tendresse 
Centre  sa  poitrine  il  le  presse, 

Et  de  la  bise  il  le  defend. 

Mon  fils,  d'ou  vient  qu'en  mon  sein  tu  frissonnes ''. 
Mon  p^re  -  -  1^  -  -  vois-tu  le  roi  des  aunes, 
Couronne  au  front,  en  long  manteau  ?  — 
Mon  flls,  c'est  un  brouillard  snr  I'eau. 
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)>Viens,  cher  enfant,  suis-moi  dans  I'ombre, 
»Je  t'apprendrai  des  jeux  sans  nombre  ; 
»J'ai  de  magiques  fleurs  et  des  perles  encore, 
»Ma  ra^re  a  de  beaux  habits  d'or.n  — 

N'entends-tu  point,  mon  pere  (oh  I  que  tu  te  depeches) 
Ce  que  le  roi  raurmure  et  me  promet  tout  bas  ? 
Endors-toi,  mon  cher  flls,  et  ne  t'agite  pas : 
C'est  le  vent  qui  bruit  parmi  les  feuilles  s^ches. 

))Veux-tu  venir,  mon  bel  enfant?   Oh  I  ne  crains  rien, 
»Mes  filles,  tu  verras,  te  soigneront  si  bien  I 

))La  nuit  mes  fllles  blondes 

»M6nent  les  molles  rondes, 

»Elles  te  berceront, 

oDanseront,  ohanteront ! « 

Mon  p^re,  dans  les  brumes  grises 

Vols  ges  fllles  en  cercle  assises  I 

Mon  flls,  mon  flls,  j'aper9ois  seulement 

Les  sanies  gris  au  bord  des  flots  dormant. 

»Jc  t'ainie,  toi,  je  suis  attir^  par  ta  grace, 
»Viens,  viens  done,  un  refus  pourrait  t'etre  fatal  I" 
Ah  I  mon  pdre  I  mon  p^re  !    il  me  prend  —  il  m'erabrasse  — 
Le  roi  des  aunes  m'a  fait  mal ! 

Et  le  .p^re  fremit  et  galope  plus  fort, 
II  serre  entre  ses  bras  son  enfant  qui  sanglotte, 
II  touche  a  sa  maison  :    son  manteau  s'ouvre  et  flotte, 
Dans  son  bras  I'enfant  ^tait  mort  I 

p.  100.  Die  unuberwindliche  Plotte  [Schiller],  translated 
by  the  late  C.  H.  Merivale,  F.  S.  A. 
The  two  concluding  lines  of  this  poem  allude  to  the 
modest  inscription:  'Afflavit  Deus,  et  dissipati  sunt' 
on  the  medal,  struck,  by  Queen  Elizabeth's  command,  to 
commemorate  the  marvellous  victory  of  the  Englivsh  over  the 
Armada. 
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p.  186.   Das  Madchen  von  Orleans   [Schiller),  translated 
by  C.  H.  Merivale. 
This  is   a  poetic  protest  against  the   foul  and  hollow 
ribaldry  of  Voltaire's  Pucelle  d'Orleans. 

p.  196.  Wiirtemberg  ( Uhland) ,  translated  by  W.  W.  S  k  o  a  t. 

'Blooms  not  in  every  province 
A  Weinsberg  alway  new?'" 

Allusion  is  here  made  to  the  story  that  the  duke  of 
Bavaria,  being  Besieged  in  the  castle  of  Weinsberg  by  Con- 
rad III,  was  obliged  to  surrender  at  discretion.  "The  emperor 
granted  the  duke  and  his  chief  officers  permission  to  retire 
unmolested ;  but  the  duchess ,  suspecting  Conrad ,  begged 
that  she  and  the  other  women  in  the  castle  might  be  allowed 
to  come  out  with  as  much  as  each  of  them  could  carry,  to  be 
conducted  to  a  place  of  safety.  The  request  was  granted,  and, 
to  the  surprise  of  the  emperor  and  his  army,  the  duchess 
and  her  fair  companions  staggered  forth,  each  carrying  her 
husband.  A.  D.  1140."  Epitome  of  Russell' s  Modern 
Europe. 

p.  208.   Der  blinde  Konig  {Uhland),  translated  by  W.  W. 
Skeat. 

A  sad  misprint  has  crept  in  here,  p.  213,  line  15  —  viz. 
'My  sword  —  I  know  its  grinding  stroke.' 
What  was  meant,  is,  of  course ,  the  fine ,  expressive  word : 

griding.  —  See  Milton's "So  sore 

The  griding  sword  with  discontinuous  wound 
Pass'd  through  him  :    etc' 

Paradise  Lost,  Book  vi,  line  329  &c. 

p.  220.     Der   Student    {Uhland},     from   Blackwood's 
Magazine. 
This  translation,  which  appeared  in  the  May  No.  1836 
(not,  as  erroneously  printed  in  May  1S46,  when  a  story, 


\ 
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entitled  "The  student  of  Salamanca"  appeared  in  the  Maga- 
zine) is  from  the  pen  —  now,  alas,  still  for  ever  —  of  Professor 
Aytoun,  and  was  one  of  his  first  contributions  to  Black- 
wood's, for  whose  pages  "Bon  Gaul  tier"  afterwards  wrote  so 
much  and  so  well.  —  The  Compiler  is  indebted  to  Mr.  John 
Blackwood ,  the  present  Editor ,  for  this  information ,  and 
for  permission  to  reprint  the  translation. 

p.  232.   Konig  Karl's  Meerfahrt  [Uhland],  translated  by 
W.  W.  Skeat. 

'King  Charles  with  all  his  douceperes"  etc. 
The  twelve  peers   of  France    were    called  sometimes 
"douceperes",  from  the  French  :  lesdouzepaires.  Thus 
Spencer:  — 

'Big-looking  like  a  haughty  doucfipere.' 

Faerie  Queen e.  iii,  10.  31. 

Stanza  IV:  "But  Alta  Clara's  sheen." 

Alta  Clara,  i.  e.  "tall  and  bright",  was  the  name  of 
Oliver's  battle-sword.  Roland's  sword  was  named  Durin- 
dana,  and  King  Charles's  Joy e use.  W.  W.  S. 

p.  354.  Arion  [Schleyel],  translated  by  D.  J.  Mac  Carthy. 
The  late  Dr.  Anster ,  in  the  notes  to  his  unique  trans- 
lation of  the  second  part  of  F  a  u  s  t  (Faustus:  The  second 
part.  From  the  German  of  Goethe,  etc.,  London,  1864), 
in  reference  to  the  dialogue  between  the  Her  old  and  the 
Knabenlenker,  and,  especially,  in  reference  to  the  lines  : 

»Und  welch  ein  zierliches  Gewand 
Fliesst  dir  von  Schultern  zu  den  Socken, 
Mit  Purpursaum  und  Glitzertand  I« 

explains,  that  this  is  the  dress  of  Apollo  Musagetes, 
and  quotes  this  translation  of  his  friend's,  Mr.  Mac  Carthy, 
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which  is  dated  "November  1863",  and  which  was  then 
published  for  the  first  time.  I  have  taken  the  liberty  of 
extending  Mrs.  Anster's  kind  permission  to  avail  myself  of 
the  late  Dr.  Anster's  Translation  'ad  libitum'  to  quote 
this  version  of  one  of  the  most  melodious  poems  in  the 
German  Language  —  and  I  throw  myself  on  the  Translator's 
courtesy. 

• 
p.  370.  Prauen-Liebe  tmd  Leben  [Chamisso],  translated 
by  Dr.  A.  B  a  s  k  e  r  v  i  1 1  e. 
The  Translator ,  Author  of  "The  Poetry  of  Germany", 
and  Headmaster  of  the  International  College  at  Godesberg, 
near  Bonn  on  the  Rhine,  writes,  in  reference  to  No.  8  of  the 
(English)  scries  of  poems ,  which  form  the  charming ,  truly 
German,  whole:  *****  'Tour  letter  caused  me  to  resume, 
for  a  moment ,  a  once  favourite  occupation ,  now  for  many 
years  put  aside.     I  have  translated  for  you  the  poem  you 

wished  to  have You  are  aware  that  I  have  also 

omitted  the  fourth  of  the  original  series,  beginning : 

'Du  Ring  an  meinem  Finger', 
which  I  did  because  the  exchange  of  rings  in  betrothment 
is  unknown  in  England." 

p.  430.  „E8  ist  noch  eine  Euh'  vorhanden"  [Kunth), 
translated  by  H.  L.  L. 
This  hymn ,  in  which  the  Compiler  feels  peculiarly  in- 
terested (because  it  was  composed  by  one  of  his  maternal 
ancestors) ,  has  been ,  at  his  special  request ,  translated  by 
"H.  L.  L.",  a  lady  who  has  often  enriched  the  pages  of 
certain  Periodicals  by  her  sweet  renderings  of  sacred  Ger- 
man Poetry.  Mr.  Theodore  Kiibler,  in  his  deeply 
interesting  'Historical  Notes  to  the  Lyra  Germanic  a" 
says ,  with  regard  to  the  poem  itself :    "...  It  was  written 
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under  the  following  peculiar  circumstances.  Kunth  travelled 
with  his  pious  patron,  Count  von  Henkel,  to  some  estates  in 
Silesia,  belonging  to  the  Count.  *  On  the  journey  the  coach 
broke  down ,  which  caused  considerable  delay.  The  Count 
was  vexed  and  irritated,  and  bitterly  complained  of  the 
various  troubles  man  had  to  undergo  on  earth.  "Yes", 
replied  Kunth  ;  "but  there  remaineth  yet  a  rest  for  the  people 
of  God."  These  words  had  the  desired  effect:  the  pious 
Count's  irritation  was  at  once  dispelled.  Kunth,  soon  after- 
wards ,  took  a  walk ,  and  composed ,  in  the  open  air ,  this 
hymn,  which  after  his  return  he  read  aloud  to  the  edification 
and  delight  of  his  fellow-travellers.  It  was  first  printed  in 
17;i3.  Subsequently  Kunth  became  superintendent  pastor  in 
Baruth,  in  Upper  Lusatia,  where  he  died  in  1779.  He  com- 
posed only  three  hymns ,  of  which  the  above  is  the  best 
known.  It  has  often  cheered  weary  Christians  on  their 
pilgrimage.  It  was  a  favourite  hymn  of  the  late  Dr.  Barth, 
in  Calw  (known  in  England  through  his  Church  History,  his 
children's  stories,  and  other  works)  ;  and  his  most  intimate 
friend ,  Dr.  Zeller ,  in  Nagold ,  a  most  excellent  Christian, 
died  on  the  I'ith  February,  1864,  just  as  the  last  verse  of 
this  hymn  was  being  sung  by  a  few  Christian  friends.  Mowes, 
the  author  of  several  beautiful  hymns ,  was ,  after  fearful 
suflferings,  comforted  in  his  last  moments  by  his  wife  reading 
this  hymn." 


He  had  just  inherited  those  estates.  H.  E.  G. 
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Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  Is.  6d. 


2  Williams  and  Norgate's  Catalogue  of 

Krueger  (H.)  Short  Prench  Grammar.  6th  Edition.  180  pp. 
12mo,  cloth.  2s. 

Victor  Hugo.  Les  Misdrables,  les  principaux  Episodes.  "With 
Life  and  Notes  by  J.  Boielle,  Senior  French  Master, 
Dulwich  College.   2  vols.   Crown  8vo,  cloth.  Each  3s.  6d. 

Notre-Dame  de  Paris.    Adapted  for  the  use  of  Schools 

and  Colleges,  by  J.  Boielle,  B.A.,  Senior  French  Master, 
Dulwich  College.     2  vols.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.    Each  3s. 
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Larochejacquelein  (Madame  de)  Scenes  from  the  War  in  the 
Vendee.  Edited  from  lier  Memoirs  in  French,  with 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  C.  Scudaraore,  M.A.  Oxon, 
Assistant  Master,  Forest  School,  Walthamstow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth.  2s. 

French  Glassies  for  English  Schools.   Edited,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  Leon  Delbos,  M.A.,  of  King's  College. 
Crown  8vo,  clotk 
No.  1.  Eacine's  Les  Plaideurs.  Is.  6d. 

No.  2.  Oorneille's  Horace.  Is.  6d. 

No.  3.  OomeLlle's  Oinna.  Is.  6d. 

No.  4.  Moliere's  Bourgeois  Gentilhomme.  Is.  6d. 

No.  5.  Oorneille's  Le  Oid.  Is.  6d. 

No.  6.  Moliere's  Precieuses  Eidicules.  Is.  6c?. 

No.  7.  Chateaubriand's  Voyage  en  Amerique.  Is.  6d. 

No.  8.  De   Maistre's  Prisonniers   du  Caucase  and  Lepreux 
d'Aoste.  Is.  6d. 

No.  9.  Lafontaine's  Fables  Ohoisies.  Is.  6d. 

Lemaistre  (J.)  Prench  for  Beginners.  Lessons  Systematic,  Prac- 
tical and  Etymological.  By  J.  Lemaistre.  2nd  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth.  2s. 

Eoget  (P.  P.)  Introduction  to  Old  Prench.  History,  Grammar, 
Cbiestomathy,  Glossary.     400  pp.    Crown  8vo,  cl.      6s. 
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Etchin.  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  Provengal.  By  Darcy 
B.  Kitchin,  B.A.  [Literature — Grammar — Texts — 
Glossary.]     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  4s.  ^d. 

Tarver.  Colloquial  Prenoli,  for  School  and  Private  Use.  By 
H.  Tarver,  B.-^s-L.,  late  of  Eton  College.  328  pp.,  crown 
Svo,  cloth.  5s. 

Ahn's  French  Vocabulary  and  Dialogues.  2nd  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth.  Is.  M. 

Delbos  (L.)  French  Accidence  and  Minor  Syntax.  2nd  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth.  Is.  Qd. 

Student's  French  Composition,  for  the  use  of  Public 

Schools,  on  an  entirely  new  Plan.      250  pp.     Crown 
Svo,  cloth.  3s.  6cZ. 

Vinet  (A.)  Chrestomathie  Fran^aise  ou  Choix  de  Morceaux 
tir^s  des  meilleurs  Ecrivains  Fran9ai8.  11th  Edition. 
358  pp.,  cloth.  3s.  Qd. 

Eoussy.  Cours  de  Versions.  Pieces  for  Translation  into 
French.     With  Notes.     Crown  Svo.  2s.  6c?. 

Williams  (T.  S.)  and  J.  Lafont.  French  Commercial  Corres- 
pondence. A  Collection  of  Modern  Mercantile  Letters 
in  French  and  English,  with  their  translation  on  opposite 
pages.     2nd  Edition.     12mo,  cloth.  4«.  6d!. 

For  a  German  Version  of  the  same  Letters,  vide  p.  4. 

Fleury's  Histoire  de  France,  racont^e  k  la  Jeunesse,  with  Gram- 
matical Notes,  by  Auguste  Beljarae,  Bachelier-fes-lettres. 
3rd  Edition.     12mo,  cloth  boards.  3s.  6c?. 

Mandrou  (A.)  French  Poetry  for  English  Schools.  Album 
Poetique  de  la  Jeunesse.  By  A.  Mandrou,  M.A.  de 
r Academic  de  Paris,     2nd  Edition.     12mo,  cloth.       2s. 


Schlutter's  German  Class  Book.  A  Course  of  Instruction  based 
on  Becker's  System,  and  so  arranged  as  to  exliibit  the 
Self-development  of  the  Language,  and  its  Affinities  with 
the  English.  By  Fr.  Schlatter,  Royal  Military  Academy, 
Woolwich,    5th  Edition.    12mo,  cloth.   5s.    (Key,  5s.) 


4  Williams  and  Norgate's  Catalogve  of 

MoUer  (A.)  A  German  Reading  Book.  A  Companion  to  Schlut- 
ter's  German  Class  Book.  With  a  complete  Vocabulary. 
150  pp.     12mo,  cloth.  2s. 

Eavensberg  (A.  v.)  Practical  Grammar  of  the  German  Language. 
Conversational  Exercises,  Dialogues  and  Idiomatic  Ex- 
pressions.    3rd  Edition.     Cloth.     (Key,  2s.)  5s. 

EngHsh  into   German.      A   Selection   of  Anecdotes, 

Stories,  &c.,  with  Notes  for  Translation.  Cloth.  (Key, 
5s.)  4:S.  6d. 

German  Eeader,  Prose  and  Poetry,  with  copious  Notes 


for  Beginners.     2nd  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.         3s, 

Weisse's  Complete  Practical  Grammar  of  the  German  Language, 
with  Exercises  in  Conversations,  Letters,  Poems  and 
Treatises,  &c.  4th  Edition,  very  much  enlarged  and 
improved.     12mo,  cloth.  6s. 

New  Conversational  Exercises  in  German  Composition, 

with  complete  Rules  and  Directions,  with  full  Refer- 
ences to  his  German  Grammar.  2nd  Edition.  12mo, 
cloth.     (Key,  5s.)  3s.  6d. 

Wittich's  German  Tales  for  Beginners,  arranged  in  Progressive 
Order.     26th  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  is. 

German  for  Beginners,  or  Progressive  German  Exer- 
cises. 8th  Edition.  12mo,  cloth.  (Key,  5;?.)  4s. 
German  Grammar.    10th  Edition.    12mo,  cloth.  As.  6d. 


Hein.  German  Examination  Papers.  Comprising  a  complete 
Set  of  German  Papers  set  at  the  Local  Examinations  in 
the  four  Universities  of  Scotland.  By  G.  Hein,  Aberdeen 
Grammar  School.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  2s.  6d. 

Schinzel  (E.)  Child's  Pirst  German  Course ;  also,  A  Complete 
Treatise  on  German  Pronunciation  and  Reading.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth.  2s.  6d. 

German  Preparatory  Course.     1 2mo,  cloth.         2s.  6d. 

Method  of  Learning  German.  (A  Sequel  to  the  Pre- 
paratory Course.)     12mo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 

Apel's  Short  and  Practical  German  Grammar  for  Beginners,  with 
copious  Examples  and  Exercises.  3rd  Edition.  12mo, 
cloth.  '  2s.  ed. 

Sonnenschein  and  Stallybrass.  German  for  the  English.  Part  I. 
First  Reading  Book.  Easy  Poems  with  interlinear  Trans- 
lations, and  illustrated  by  Notes  and  Tables,  chiefly 
Etymological.     4th  Edition.     12mo,  cloth.  4s.  6d, 
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"Williams  (T.  S.)  Modem  German  and  English  Conversations  and 
Elementary  Phrases,  the  German  revised  and  corrected 
ty  A.  Kokemueller.  21st  enlarged  and  improved  Edi- 
tion.    12mo,  cloth.  3s.  M. 

and  0.  Omse.     German  and  English  Commercial  Cor- 
respondence.   A  Collection  of  Modern  Mercantile  Letters 
in  German  and  English,  with  their  Translation  on  opj)o- 
site  pages.     2nd  Edition.     12mo,  cloth.  4s.  6c?. 
For  a  French  Version  of  the  same  Letters,  vide  p.  2. 

Apel  (H.)  German  Prose  Stories  for  Beginners  (including  Les- 
sing's  Prose  Eables),  with  an  interlinear  Translation  in 
the  natural  order  of  Construction.     12mo,  cloth.    2s.  6c?. 

■ '-  German  Prose.     A  Collection  of  the  "best  Specimens 

of  German  Prose,  chiefly  from  Modern  Authors.     500 
pp.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s. 

German  Classics  for  English  Students.  With  Notes  and  Voca- 
bulary.    Crown  8vo,  cloth. 

Schiller's  Lied  von  der  Glocke  (the  vSong  of  the  Bell),  and 
other  Poems  and  Ballads.     By  M.  Fbrster.  2s. 

Maria  Stuart.     By  M.  Fbrster.  Is.  6c?. 

Minor  Poems  and  Ballads.  By  Arthur  P.  Vernon.  2s. 

Goethe's  Iphigenie  auf  Tauris.     By  H.  Attwell.  2s. 

Hermann  und  Dorothea.     By  M.  Fbrster.        2s.  6rf. 

Egmont.     By  H.  Apel.  2*.  6rf. 

Lessing's  Emilia  Galotti.     By  G.  Hein.  2*. 

Minna  von  Barnhelm.   By  J.  A.  F.  Schmidt.  2s.  ^d. 

Chamisso's  Peter  Schlemihl.     By  M.  Fbrster.  2s. 

Andersen's  Bilderbuch  ohne  Bilder.  By  Alphons  Beck.  2s. 
Nieritz.  Die  Waise,  a  German  Tale.  By  E.  C.  Otte.  2s.  6c?. 
HaufF's  Mserchen.     A  Selection.     By  A.  Hoare.         3s.  6c?. 

Oarove  (J.  W.)  Mserchen  ohne  Ends  (The  Story  without  an 
End).     12mo,  cloth.  2s. 

Fouqne's  Undine,  Sintram,  Aslauga'sEitter,  die  beiden  Hauptleute. 
4  vols,  in  1.     8vo,  cloth.  7s.  6(7. 

Undine.  Is.  6c?. ;  cloth,  2s.  Aslauga.  Is.  6f?. ;  cloth,  2s. 
Sintram.  2s.  6c?. ;  cloth,  3s.       Hauptleute.  Is.  6c?.;  cloth,  2s. 


6  Williams  and  Norgate's  Catalogue  of 

OsBsar  de  Bello  Gallico.  Lib.  I.  Edited,  with  Introdiiction, 
Notes  and  Maps,  by  Alexander  M.  Bell,  M.A.,  Ball, 
Coll.  Oxon.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  2s.  6cZ. 

Euripides'  Medea.  The  Greek  Text,  with  Introduction  and 
Explanatory  Notes  for  Schools,  by  J.  H.  Hogan.  8vo, 
cloth.  3s.  6d 

Ion.  Greek  Text,  with  Notes  for  Beginners,  Intro- 
duction and  Questions  for  Examination,  by  Dr.  Charles 
Badham,  D.D.     2nd  Edition.     8vo.  3s.  Qd. 

ilschylus.  Agamemnon.  Revised  Greek  Text,  with  literal 
line-for-line  Translation  on  opposite  pages,  by  John  F. 
Davies,  B.A.     Svo,  cloth.  3s. 

Platonis  Philebus.  "With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  Dr.  C. 
Badham.  2nd  Edition,  considerably  augmented.  8vo, 
cloth.  4s. 

■  Euthydemus  et  Laches.     With  Critical  Notes  and  an 

Epistola  critica  to  the  Senate  of  the  Leyden  University, 
by  Dr.  Ch.  Badham,  D.D.     8vo,  cloth.  4s. 

Symposium,  and  Letter  to  the  Master  of  Trinity,  "  De 


Platonis  Legibus," — Platonis  Convivium,  cum  Epistola 
ad  Tbompsonum  edidit  Carolus  Badham.  8vo,  cloth.    4s. 

Sophocles.  Electra.  The  Greek  Text  critically  revised,  with 
the  aid  of  MSS.  newly  collated  and  explained.  By  Rev. 
H.  F.  M.  Blaydes,  M.A.,  formerly  Student  of  Christ 
Church,  Oxford.     8vo,  cloth.  Qs. 

■ Philoctetes.     Edited  by  the  same.     8vo,  cloth.        6s. 

■ TrachinisB.     Edited  by  the  same.     8vo,  cloth.  6s. 

Ajax.     Edited  by  the  same.     8vo,  cloth.  6s. 

Dr.  D.  Zompohdes.  A  Course  of  Modem  Greek,  or  the  Greek 
Language  of  the  Present  Day.  I.  The  Elementary 
Method.     Crown  Svo.  5s. 

Kiepert's  New  Atlas  Antiquus.  Maps  of  the  Ancient  "World, 
for  Schools  and  Colleges.  6th  Edition.  With  a  com- 
plete Geographical  Index.     Folio,  boards.  7s.  6d. 

Kampen.  15  Maps  to  illustrate  Osesar's  De  Bello  Gallico.  15 
coloured  Maps.     4to,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 
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Volpe  (Oav.  G.)  Eton  Italian  Grammar,  for  the  use  of  Eton  Col- 
lege. Including  Exercises  and  Examples.  New  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth.  is.  Qd. 

Key  to  the  Exercises.  \s. 

Eossetti.  Exercises  for  securing  Idiomatic  Italian  hy  means 
of  Literal  Translations  from  the  English,  by  Maria  F. 
Eossetti.     12mo,  cloth.  3s.  6c?. 

Aneddoti  Italiani.     One  Hundred  Italian  Anecdotes, 

selected  from  "II  Compagno  del  Passeggio."    Eeing  also 
a  Key  to  Eossetti's  Exercises.     12mo,  cloth.  2s.  Qd. 

Venosta  (F.)  Eaccolta  di  Poesie  tratti  dai  piu  celebri  autori 
antichi  e  moderni.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  bs. 

Ohristison  (G.)  Eacconti  Istorici  e  Novelle  Morali.  Edited 
for  the  use  of  Italian  Students.  12th  Edition.  18mo, 
cloth.  Is.  M. 


Bojesen  (Mad.  Marie)  The  Danish  Speaker.  Pronunciation  of 
the  Danish  Language,  Vocabulary,  Dialogues  and  Idioms 
for  the  use  of  Students  and  Travellers  in  Denmark  and 
Norway.     12mo,  cloth.  As. 

Williams  and  Ludolph.  Dutch  and  English  Dialogues,  and 
Elementary  Phrases.     12mo.  26\  6(i. 


Mall  Saps. 

Sydow's  Wall  Maps  of  Physical  Geography  for  School-rooms, 
representing  the  purely  physical  proportions  of  the  Globe, 
drawn  in  a  bold  manner.  An  English  Edition,  the  Ori- 
ginals with  English  Names  and  Explanations.  Mounted 
on  canvas,  with  rollers  : 

1.  The  World.    2.  Europe.    3.  Asia.    4.  Africa.     5.  America 
(North  and  South).     G.  AustraUa  and  Australasia. 

Each  \0s. 

Handbook  to  the  Series  of  Large  Physical  Maps  for 

School  Instruction,  edited  by  J.  Tilleaid.     8vo.  \s. 


8  Williams  and  Norgate's  Catalogue.     > 

Sttsttlkircous. 

De  Rheims  (H.).  Practical  Lines  in  Geometrical  Drawing,  con- 
taining the  Use  of  Mathematical  Instrnmeiits  and  the 
Construction  of.  Scales,  the  Element's  of  Practical  and 
Descriptive  Geometry,  Orthographic  and  Horizontal  Pro- 
jections, Isometrical  Drawing  and  Perspective.  Illus- 
trated with  300  Diagrams,  and  giving  (by  analogy)  the 
solution  of  every  Question  proposed  at  the  Competitive 
Examinations  for  the  Army.     8vo,  cloth,  9s. 

Pyfe  (W.  T.)  First  Lessons  in  Ehetoric.  With  Exercises.  By 
W.  T.  Fyfe,  M.A.,  Senior  English  Master,  High  Sclioiil 
for  Girls,  Aberdeen.     12mo,  sewed.  Is. 

Fuerst's  Hebrew  Lexicon,  by  Davidson.  A  Hebrew  and  Chal- 
dee  Lexicon  to  the  Old  Testament,  by  Dr.  Julius  Euerst. 
5th  Edition,  improved  and  enlarged,  containing  a  Gram- 
matical and  Analytical  Appendix.  Translated  by  Eev. 
Dr.  Samuel  Davidson.     1600  pp.,  royal  8vo,  cloth.  21s. 

Strack  (W.)  Hebrew  Grammar.  With  Exercises,  Paradigms, 
Chrestoniathy  and  Glossary.  By  Professor  H.  Strack, 
D.D.,  of  Berlin.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  is.  6d. 

Hebrew  Texts.     Large  type.     16mo,  cloth. 

Genesis.  Is.  6d.     Psalms.  Is.     Job.   Is.     Isaiah.  Is. 

Turpie  (Eev.  Dr.)  Manual  of  the  Ohaldee  Language :  containing 
Grammar  of  the  Biblical  Chaldee  and  of  the  Targums, 
and  a  Chrestomathy,  consisting  of  Selections  from  the 
Targums,  with  a  Vocabulary  adapted  to  the  Chrestomathy. 
1879.     Square  8vo,  cloth.  7s. 

Socin  (A.)  Arabic  Grammar.  Paradigms,  Literature,  Chres- 
tomathy and  Glossary.  By  Dr.  A.  Socin,  Professor, 
Tiibingen.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  7s.  &d. 

Bopp's  Comparative  Grammar  of  the  Sanscrit,  Zend,  Greek, 
Latin,  Lithuanian,  Gothic,  German  and  Slavonic  Lan- 
guages. Translated  by  E.  B.  Eastwick.  4th  Edition. 
3  vols.     8vo,  cloth.  31s,  6rf. 

Nestle  (E.)  Syriac  Grammar.  Literature,  Chrestomathy  and 
Glossary,  By  Professor  E.  Nestle,  Professor,  Tubingen. 
Translated  into  English.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  9s. 

Delitzsch  (F.)  Assyrian  Grammar,  with  Paradigms,  Exercises, 
Glossary  and  Bibliography.  By  Dr.  F,  Delitzsch.  Trans- 
lated into  English  by  Prof.  A,  E.  S,  Kennedy,  B.D. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth.  .  15s. 
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